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INSCRIPTIONS. 


!• 


IK THE GROUNDS OP COLEOBTON, TUB SEAT OP BfB OBOBGB 
BEAUMONT, BART., LKICBSTBBSHIRE, 

1808. 

[Ik the grounds of Coleorton these verses are engraved on a stone 
placed near the Tree, which was thriving and spreading when 
I saw it in the summer of 1841.] 

The embowering. pose, tlie acacia, and tbe pine, 

Will Hnwilliji^l^^heir place resign ; 

If but tbe Cjed^ir thrive that near them stands, 
Planted by !]^a(|^pnt^ and bj^ JfV^Drd^iOPth^s bands. 
On© wooed the silent Art with Sjtudioiis pains: 

These groves have heard the Other’s pensive strains? 
Devoted thus, their spirits did unite 
By interchange of knowledge and delight. 

May Nature’s kindliest powers sustain the Tree, 

And Love protect it from all injury ! 

And when its potent branches, wide out-thrown, 
Darken the brow of this memorial Stone, 

Here may some Painter sit in future days, 

Some ful ure Poet meditate his lays ; . 

Not mindless of that distant ago renowned 
When Irspirajion hovered o’er this ground, 

VOL. V, * B 



haunt of him who aang how q>6ar and diield 
lU civil conffict met on Bosworth-fleld ; 

An^d of that famous Touth^ full soon removed 
Vtom earth, perhaps by Shakspeare’s self approved* 
Retcher’s Associate^ Jonson’s Friend beloved. 


n. 


IN A GARDEN OF THE SAME. 

J^Dhis Niche is in the aandstone-roek in the winter-iparden at 
Coleorton, which garden, as has Isjen elsewhere said, was 
made under our direction out of an old unsightly quarry. 
While the labourers w'ore at work, Mrs. Wordsworth, my Sister, 
and I used to amuse oui*8eiv^ occasionally in scooping this seat 
out of the soft stone. It is of the was, with something of the 
appearance^ of a Stall in a Catliedral. This inscription is not 
engrayen, as the former and the two following at^ in thn 
grounds,] 

Oft is the medal faithful to its trust 

When temples, co]iiinn8, towers, are laid in dust ; 

’tis a common ordinance of fate 
That things obscure and small outlive the great : 
Hence, when yon mansion and the flowery trim 
Of this fair garden, and its alleys dim, 

And all its stately trees, are passed away, 

This little Niche, unconscious of decay, 

JPerchance may still survive. And be it known 
That it was •scooped within the living stone^ — 

Not'ly the sluggish and ungrateful pains 
Of kl^urer plodding for .his daily gaiijis, 





Blit by an industry that nought in lov«; 

With help from female hands, that pronAy sfepoiyi^# ^ 
To aid the work, what time these walks bowe^:' 
Were shaped to cheer dark winter’s lod^y houfif. 


iir. 


WRlTTE^r AT TUB REQUEST OF SIR GEORGE BEAU1C0RT« BARE., JOm 
IN HIS NAME, FOR AN URN, PLACED BY HEtt AT TUB TERMI- 
NATION OF A NEWLY-PLANTED ATENUE, IN TilB SAME pBOUHINb 

Ye Lime-trees, ranged before this hallowed Urn, 
Shoot forth with lively power at Spring’s return ; 

And be not slow a stately growth to rear 
Of pillars, branching off from year to year, 

Till they have learned to frame a darksome aisle;— 

That may recal to mind that aw ful Pile 

Where Beynoids, 'mid our country’s noblest dead, 

In the last sanctity of fame is laid. 

— There, though by right the excelling Painter aleep 
Where Death and Grlory a joint sabbath keep, ^ 

Yet not the less his Spirit would hold dear 
Sell-hidden praise, and Priendship’a private tear : 
Hence, on my patrimonial grounds, have I 
Baised this f^il tribute to his memory ; 

‘ Pfbm youth a zealous follower of the Art 
That he grofessed ; attache^ to him in he^ ; 
Admiring, loving, and with ^ef and pride ^ 
Peeling what England lost w hen Eeynolds died. 



INSCRIPTIONa 


i\. 

FOB ▲ SEAT IN THE GROVES OF COLBORTON. 

Bcteath yon eastern the cra<,^gy bound, 
Eugged and Jiigli, of Oharmvood’s forest ground 
8taud yet, but, Stranger! hidden from thy view, 

The ivied Euins of forlorn Guack J)teij ; 

Ersi; a religious House, which day and night 
With hymns resounded, and the chanted rite ; 

And when those rites had ceased, tlie Spot gave birth 
To honourable Men of various worth : 

There, on the margin of a streamlet wild, 

Hid Francis Beaumont spoi’t, an eager child; 

There, under sliadow of the neighbouring rocks, 

Sang youthful tales of shcplierds and their flocks ; 
XTncouaeious prelude to heroic themes, 
Heart-breaking tears, and melancholy dreams 
Of slighted love, and scorn, and jealous rage, 

•With which his genius shook tlie buskincd stage. 
Communities are lost, and Empires die, 

And things of holy use unhallowed lie ; 

They perish ; — but the Intellect can raise, 

Erojpa airy words alone, a Pile that ne'er decays. 

1808 . 



INSCRIPTIOXS. 


V. 


WEITTEN WITH A PENCIL UPON A STONE IN THE VTLUU OJP TH® 
HOUSE (an out-house), ON THE iSLANO AT GBASHEBS. 

lluDE ia this EJifice, and Thou hast seen 
Buildings, albeit rude, that have maintained 
Proportions more harmonious, and approached 
To closer fellowship with ideal grace. 

But take it in good part: — alas! the poor 
Vitruvius of our village had no help 
From the great City ; never, ii[>on leaves 
Of red Morocco folio, saw displayed, 

In long succession, pre-existing ghosts 
Of Beauties y(‘t unborn — the rustic Lodge 
Antique, and Cottage with verandah graced, 

Nor lacking, for fit com])any, alco\ e, 

Greon-lioiise, shell-grot, and moss-lined hermitage. 
Tliou sce'st a homely Pile, yet to these walls 
The heifer comes in the snow-storm, and here 
The new-dropped lamb finds shelter from the wind. 
And hither does one Poet sometimes row 
His pinnace, a small vagrant barge, up-piled 
With plenteous store of heath and withered fern, 

(A lading wliich lie with his sickle cuts, ,, 

Among the mountains) and beneath this ropf 
He makes Ins summer couch, and here at noon 
Spreads out his limbs, while, yet unshorn, the Sheep, 
Panting beneath the burthen of their wool, 

Lie round him, even as if they were a part t 
Of his own Household : nor, while from his bed 



UrSCmPTlONS. 


^f^looks, tho open door-place, toi^-ard the lake 

^nd to tlxe stirring breezes, does be want 
, Greiitions lovely as the work of sleep — 

Fair sights, and visions of romantic joy ! 


TI. 


TOirrZN WITH A SLATE PENCIL ON A STONE, ON THE SIDE On 
THE MOUNTAIN OE BLACK COMB. 

(Thb circumstance, alluded to at the conclusion of these verses, vraa 
told mo by Dr. Sattorthwaite, vho was Incumbent of Bootle, 
a small town at the foot of Black Comb. He liad the par* 
ticulars from one of the engineers who was employed in making 
trigonometrical surveys of that region.] 

Stay, bold Adventurer; rest awliile thy limbs 
On this commodious Seat ! for much remains 
Of hard ascent before thou reach the top 
Of this huge Eminence, —from blackness named, 

And, to far-travelled storms of sea and land, 

A favourite spot of tournament and war ! 

But thee may no such boisterous visitants 
Solest ; may gentle breezes fan thy brow ; 

And neither cloud conceal, nor misty air 
Bedim, the grand terraqueous spectacle, 

TVom centre to circumference, unveiled ! 

Know, if thou grudge not to prolong thy rest. 

That on the summit whither thou art bound, 

A geographic Labourer pitched his tent, 

With books supplied and instruments of art, 

To measure height and distance ; lonely task, 

Week after week pursued ! — To him was given 



xs&cnxniom * 


Full many a glimpse (but sparingly bestowed 
On timid man) of Natoe’s processes 
Upon the exalted hills* He made report 
That once, while there he plied his studious worl 
Within that canvass Dwelling, colours, lines, 

And the whole surface of the oui;-spread map, 
Became invisible : for all around ^ ^ 

Had darkness fallen — unthreatened, unproclaamed — 
As if the golden day itself had been 
Tj^tinguished in a moment ; total gloom, 

In which he sate alone, with unclosed eyes, 

Upon the blinded mountain’s silent top ! 

ISIS. 


TII. 

WItiTTEN WITH A SLATE PENCIL UPON A STONE, THE LARQEST OF 
A HEAP LYING NEAtt A DESEBTED QUAKUY, UPON ONE OF THS 
ISLANDS AT HYDAL. 

Stbakger! this hillock of mis-shapen stones 
Is not a Enin spared or made by time, 

Nor, as perchance thou rashly deem’st, the Cairn 
Of some old British Chief : ’tis nothing more 
Than the rude embryo of a little Dome 
Or Pleasure-house, once destined to be built 
Among the birch-trees of this rocky isle. 

But, as it chanced, Sir William having learned 
That from the shore a full-grown man might wade. 
And make himself a freeman of this spot 
At any Hour he chose, the’prudent Knight 
Desisted, aad the quarry and the mound 
Are monuments of his unfinished task. 



IXSCEIFnoI^S. 


^jSThe block on which these lines saki traced, perhaps. 
Was once selected as the corner-stone ’ 

Of that intended Pile, which would have been 
Some quaint odd plaything of elaborate skill. 

So that, I guess, the linnet and the thrusli, 

And other little builders who dwell here, 

Had wondered at the work. But blame him not, 
Por old Sir AVilHam was a gentle Knight, 

Bred in this vale, to which he appertained 
With all his ancestry. Then peace to liiin, 

And for the outrage which he had devised 

Entire forgiveness ! — But if thou art one 

On lire with tliy impatience to become 

An inmate of these mountains, — if, disturbed 

By beautiful conceptions, thou liast liewii 

Out of the quiet rock the elemeiits 

Of thy trim Mansion destined soon to blaze 

In snow-white splendour, — think again ; and, taught 

By old Sir William and his quarry, leave 

Thy fragments to the bramble and the rose ; 

There let the vernal slow-worm sun himself, 

And let the redbreast hop from stone to stone. 

1800. 


vui. 

[Engraven, Ouriug loy absence in lUily, upon a brass plate inserted 
in the Stone, j 

In’ these fair vales hath many a Tree 
At Wordsworth’s suit been spared ; 

And from the builder’s hand this Stone, 

For some rude beauty of ita own, 



IXSCRIPTIOKS* 


9 


Was rescued by the Bard; 

So let' it rest : and time will come 
When here the tendor-heiurted 
May heave a gentle sigh for him, 

As one of the departed. 

• im 


IX. 


[The walk is what call the Far-ta'racCy beyond tbe summer- 
h.)u>c at Rydal Mount. The lines were written when we were 
afraid of Kno;? obliged to quit the place t-o which we were so 
much attached.] 

The massy Ways, carried across these heights 
By Roman ])erseverance, are destroyed, 

Or hidden under ground, like sleeping worms, 
llow venture then to hope that Time will spare 
This luinible Walk ? Yet on the mountain's sido 
A Poet’s hand first shaped it; and the steps 
Of that same Bard — repeated to and fro 
morn, at noon, and under moonlight skies 
Through the vicissitudes of many a year — 

[Forbade the weeds to creep o’er its grey line. 
iNo longer, scattering to the heedless winds 
The vocal raptures of fresh poesy, 

Shall he frequent these precincts ; locked no more 
in C5iriiest converse with beloved Friends, 

Here will gather stores of ready bliss, 

As from the beds and borders of a garden ^ 

Choice flowers are gathered ! But, if Power may spring 
Out of a farewell yearning — favoured more 



w 


IKSOmFnOKB. 


Xhm Ikindred winhea mated suitably 
With vain regrets— the Exile would consiga 
This Walk, his loved possession, to the care 
Of those pure Minds that reverence the Muse. 

182 tJ. 


X. 


UTBOEIPIIONS SUPPOSED TO BE FOUND IN AND NBAIl A 

hebmit's cell. 

181 S. 


Hopes what are they ? — Beads of morning 
Strung on slender blades of grass ; 

Or a spider’s web adorning 
In a strait and treacherous pass> 

Wkat are fears but voices airy ? 
Whispering harm where' harm is not .j 
And deluding the unwary 
Till the fatal bolt is shot ! 

What is glory ?■— in the socket 
See how dying tapers fare ! 

What is pride ? — a whizzing rocket 
That would emulate a star. 

What is friendship ? — do not trust her, 

"Nhr the vows wtieh she has made ; 
Diamonds dart their brightest lustre 
Erorn a palsy-shaken head. 



vsrscmmom 


What k truth P — a ntaff rejected ; 
X)uty ? — an unweleoxne dog ; 

Joy ? — a moon by fits Reflected 
Iti a swamp or watery bog ; 

Bright, as if through ether sleering, 
To the Traveller’s eye it shone ; 

He hath hailed it re-appearing — 
And as quickly it is gone ; 

Such is Joy^ — as quickly hidden, 

Or mis-shapen to the sight. 

And by stdlen -weeds forbidden 
To resume its native light. 

What is youth ? — a dancing billow, 
(Winds behind, and rocks before !) 
Age ? — a drooping, tottering willow 
On a flat and lazy shore. 

What is peace ? — when pain is over, 
And love ceases to rebel. 

Let the last faint sigh discover 
That precedes the passing-knell ! 



12 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


XI. 


JXSOIilBED UPON A BOCK. 

TThe monument of ice here s^joken of I o'bserved while ascending the 
middle road of the three ways that lead from Rydal to GraS” 
mere. It was on my right hand, and my eyes were upon it 
when it fell, as told in these lines.] 

ir. 

Pause, Traveller! whosoe’er thou be 
Whom chance may lead to this retreat, 

Where silence yields reluctantly 
Even to the fleecy straggler’s bleat ; 

Give voice to what my hand shall trace, 

And fear not lest an idle sound 
Of words unsuited to the place 
Disturb its solitude profound. 

I saw this Hock, while vernal air 
Blew softly o’er the russet heath, 

Uphold a Monument as fair 
As church or abbey fumisheth. 

Unsullied did it meet the day, 

Like marble, wlxite, like ether, pure ; 

As if, beneath, some hero lay, 

Honoured wdth costliest sepulture. 

My fancy kindled as I gazed ; 

And, ever as tte sun shone forth*, 

The flattered structure glistened, blazed, 

And seemed the proudest thing on earth. 



INBCRIPTIOJrS. 
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But frost had reared the gorgeous File 
Unsound as those whioh I'ortune builds — 
To undermine with secret guile> 

Sapped by the very beam that gilds. 

And, while I gazed, with suSden shock 
Fell the whole Fabric to the ground ; 

And naked left tliis dripping Eock, 

With shapeless ruin spread around ! 


XIT. 


r HERK the second quarry now is, as you pass from Rydal to 
. fjira&mtjre, there was fonnerly a length of smooth i-ock that 
'f; sloped towards tho road, on the right hand. I used to call it 
Tadpole Slope, from having frequently ohsf^rved there th® 
water- bubbles gliding uuder the ice, exactly in the shape of 
that creature.] 


irr. 

Hast thou seen, with flash incessant. 
Bubbles gliding under ice, 

Bodied forth and evanescent, 

No one knows by what device ? 

Such are thoughts ! — A wind-swept meadow 
Mimicking a troubled sea, 

§uch is life ; and death a shadow 
From the rock eternity ! 



X3VB0mFT10li^& 


XIII. 

KBAIt TH:^SFBIKa OF THE HERSTITAGE. 
IT. 

Teoubled long with warring notions 
Ijong impatient of thy rod, 

I resign my soul’s emotions 
Unto Thee, mysterious G-od ! 

What avails the kindly shelter 
Yielded this craggy rent. 

If my spirit toss and welter 
On the waves of discontent P 

Parching Summer hath no warrant 
To consume this crystal Well ; 

Hains, that make each rill a torrent, 
Neither sully it nor swell. 

Thus, dishonouring not her station. 
Would my Life present to Thee, 
Oracious Grod, the pure oblation 
Of divine tranquillity ! 


X\\\ 


T. 

Not seldom, clad in radiant vest. 
Deceitfully goes forth the Morn ; 
Not seldom Evening in the west 
Sinks smilingly forsworil. 



iNscfiiraom 


ti 

The smoothest seas will sometimes prore, 

To the confiding Bark, untrue ; 

And, if she trust the stars above. 

They can be treacherous too. 

The umbrageous Oak, in pomp outspread, 

Full oft, when storms the welkin rend, 

Draws lightning down upon the head 
It promised to defend, 

* But Thou art true, incarnate Lord, 

Who didst vouchsafe for man to die ; - 

Thy* smile is sure, thy plighted w^ord 
]!s o change can falsify 1 

I bent before thy gracious throne, 

And asked for peace on suppliant knee ; 

And peace w^as given, — nor peace alone, 

But faith sublimed to ecstasy ! 


XV. 

Foil THE bPOT WHEUE THE HERMITAGE STOOD ON ST. 

IbLAND, DEBWENT-WAlEli. 

If thou ill the dear love of some one Friend 
Hast been so happy that thou know’st what thoughts 
Will sometimes in the happiness of love 
Make the heart sink, then wilt thou reverence 
,Xhis ^uiet spot ; and, Stranger ! not unmoved 
AVilt thou behold this shapeless heap of stones. 

The desolate ruins of St. Herbert’s Cell. 

Here stood his threshold ; here was spread the roof 
That sheltered him, a seli-secluded Man, 
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INSCRIPTIONS. 


After long exercise in social cares 
And offices humane, intent to adore 
The Deity, with undihtracted mind^ 

And meditate on everlasting things, 

In utter solitude. — ^But he had left 
A Pellow-labout^r, whom the good Man loved 
As his own soul. And, when with eye upraised 
To heaven he knelt before the cruoilix, 

While o’er the lake tlie cataract of Lodore 
Pealed to his orisons, and when ho paced 
Along the beach of this small isle and thouglit 
Of his Companion, ho would pray that both 
(Now that their earthly duties were fulfilled) 
Might die in the same moment. Nor in vain 
So prayed he : — as our chronicles report, 

Though here the Hermit numbered his last day 
Par from St. Cuthbert Ins beloved Friend, 

Those holy Men both died in the same hour. 

1800. 


XTI, 


ON THE BANKS OP A BOCKT STTIEAM 

Behold an emblem of our liuman mind 
Crowded with thoughts that need a settled home,, 
Tet, like to eddying balls of foam 
Within this whirlpool, they each other chase 
Bound and round, and neither find i 

An outlet nor a resting-place ! 

^Stranger, if such disquietude bo thine, 

Fall on thy knees and sue for help divine. 



SELECTIONS FROM. CHAUCER 

MODERNISED. 


I. 


THE PJHORESS* TALK. 

‘ Call up him who left half told 
The stevy of Cainbuscau bold.’ 

In tlie following Poem no further deviation from the original lias 
been made than 'was necessary for the tluout reading and 
instant understanding of the Author : so much, however, is 
tne language altered since Chaucer’s time, especially In 
pronunciation, that iniicb vas to be removed, and its place 
supplied with as little incongruity as possible. The ancient 
accent has been reiiimed in a few conjunctions, as a/tfo and 
alwdf/f from a conviction that such sprinklings of autivTuity 
would be admitted, by persons of taste, to have a graC/oFul 
accordance with the subject. The fierce bigotry of the 
Prioress forms a fine bao-k-groand for her tcnder-liearted 
sympathies with the Mother and Child ; and the mode in * 
wdiich the story is told amply atones for the extravagance of 
the miracle. 


O Lobd, our Lord 1 liow wondrously,” (^luotli she) 
** Thy name in this large world is spread abroad ! 
««For*not alone by men of dignity 
Thy worship is performed and precious laud ; 

But by the moutlis of children, gracious God! 

Thy goodness is set forth ; they when they lie 
Upon the breast thymame do glorify, 
voh. V. 


c 



* SELECTIONS EBOM.CaABCBB. 

II. 

IKherefore in praise, the worthiest that I may, 

Jesu ! of thee, and the white LHy-flower 
Which did* thee bear, and is a Maid for aye, 

To tell a story I will use my power ; 

Not that I may increase her honour’s dower, 

Tor site herself is honour, and the root 
Of goodness, nest her Son, our soul’s best boot. 

TII. 

0 Mother Maid ! O Maid and Mother free ! 

O bush uubumt I burning in Moses* sight ! 

That dow'n didst ravisfi from the Deit 3 ^ 

Through humhleuess, the spirit that did alight 
Upon thy heart, whence, through thcit glory’s might, 
Conceived was the Father’s sapience, 

Help me to tell it in thy reverence ! 

IV. 

Uady ! tliy goodness, thy magnificence, 

Thy virtue, and thy great humility, 

Surpass all science and all utterance ; 

For sometimes, Lady ! cre men pray to thee 
Thou gocst before iu tl\y benignity, 

^Ihe light to us vouchsafing of thy prayer, 

To be our guide unto tliy ISon so dear. 

My knowledge is so weak, O blissiul (,Juocn! 

To tell abroad thy mighty wortbiness, 

^ That I the weight oC it may not sustain ; 

But as a child of twcdv^^^Uoutha old or loss, c 
Tha^laboureth his language to ex:pross, 

Even so fare I ; aud th^rcrore, T thee pray, 

Q-uide thou my aoug which 1 of thee shall agy. 
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iri. 

There was in A«ia, in a mighty town, 

*Mong Christian folk, a stteet whore Jews might be, 
Assigned to them and given them for their own 
By a great Lord, for gain and usu^ry, 

Hatefiil to Christ and to his company ; 

And through this street who list might ride and wend ^ 
Free was it, and unbarred at either end. 

VIT. 

A little school of Christian people stood 
Down at the farther end, in w'hich there were 
A nest of children come of Christian blood, 

That learned in that school from year to year 
Such sort of doctrine as men used there, 

That is to say, to sing and read alsb, 

As little children in tlieir childhood do. 

VIII. 

Among these clnldreu w'as a Widow’s son, 

A little scholar, scarcely seven years old, 

Who day by day unto this school hath gone. 

And (ike, when he the hujigc did behold 
t>f Jesu’s Mother, as he had been told, 

This Child was wont to kneel adowu and say 
Ave 3farit\ as he gocth by the w'ay. 

IX. 

This Wido*v thus her little Sen hath taught 
Our blissful Lady, Jesu’s Mother dear, 

To worship aye, aud he forgat it not ; 

For simple infant hath a ready ear. 
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Sweet is the holiness of youth : and hence, 
Calling to mind this matter when I may, 
Saint Nicholas in iny preseuco standeth aye, 
For he so yoimg to Christ did reverence. 


X. 

This little Child, while in the school he sate 
His Primer conning Avith an earnest cheer, 
The whilst the rest their anthein-hook repeat 
The Ahna liedemptoris did he liear ; 

And as he durst lie drcAv him near and near, 
And hearkened to the words and to the no(e, 
Till the first verse he learned it all by rote. 


XI. 

Tins Latin knew lie notlnug what it said, 

For ho too tender was of age to know ; 

But to his comrade he repaired, and prayed 
That he the meaning of this song Avould show. 
And unto liim declarer wdiy men sing so ; 

This oftentimes, that ho might bo at ease, 

This child did him beseech on his bare knees. 


xn. 

His Schoolfellow, w'ho elder was than he, 

Answered him thus : — * This song, I have heard say. 
Was fashioned for our hHssful Lady free ; ' 

Her to salute, and also her to pray 
To be our help upon our dying day : 

If there is more in this, I knoAv it not ; 

Song do 1 learn, — small grammar I have got.* 
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XIII. 

* And is this song fashioned in reverence 
Of Jesu’s Mother ?’ said this Innocent ; 

^ Now, ccrtesj I will use my diligence 
To con it all ere Cliristmas-tido be spent ; 
Although I for iny Primer shall be shent, 

And shall be beaten three times in an liour, 

Our Lady I will praise with all iny power.* 

' • XIV. 

His Schoolfellow, whom lie had so besought, 

As they went homeward taught him privily 
And then he sang it well and learlessly, 

I^rom word to word according to the note: 
Twice in a day it passed through his throat ; 
Homeward and sciioolward whensoe’er be w'ciit. 
On Jesu’s Mother fixed w'as his intent. 


XV. 

Through all the Jewry (this before said 1) 

This little Child, as he came to and fro, 

Pull merrily then would ho sing and cry, 

O Ahna liedempioris ! high and low: 

The sweetness of Christ’s Mother pierced so 
His heart, that her to praise, to her to pray, 

He cannot stop his singing by the way. 

XVI. 

The Serpent, Satan, our first foe, that hatli 

Jlis wasp’s nest in Jew’s heart, iipswelled — ^O woe, 

O Hebrew people ! ’ said he in his wrath, 

‘ Is it & honest thing ? 6hall this be so ? 

That such a Boy where’er he lists shall go ^ 

In your despite, and sing his hymns and saws. 
Which is against the reverence of our laws ! ’ 
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XYH. 

•^rom that day forward ^ave the Jews conspired 
Out of the world this Innocent to chase ; 

And to this end a Homicide they hired, 

Tliat in an alley had a privy place, 

Audj ^ the Child *gan to the school to pace, 
Tins crilel Jew him seized, and held him fast 
And cut his throat, and in a pit him cast. 

XVIIT* « 

I say that him into a ]>it they threw, 

A loathsome pit, whence noisome scents exhale ; 
O cursed folk! away, ye Herods new ! 

What may your ill intentions yon avail ? 

Murder will out ; cerths it will not f.iil ; 

Know, that tlie lionotir of high (Jod may spread, 
The blood cries out on your accursed deed. 

XIX. 

O Martyr ’stablished in virginity! 

K'ow may’st thou sing for aye before the throne, 
PollOwdng the Lamb celestial,*’ quoth she, 

Of which the great Evangelist, Saint John, 

In Patmos wrote, who saith of them tliat go 
Before the Lamb singing continually, 

That never lleslily w omaii they did kno^v. 


XX. 

this poor widows w’aiU'tiJ all that night 
After her little Child, and he came not ; 

For which, by earliest glimpse of morning light. 
With face all pale with 'dread and busy thought, 
Sbfr at the School and elsewhere him hath sought 
Until thus far she learned, that he had been 
In the Je^s’ street, and there be last was seen. 
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XXI. 

With Mother’s pity in her breast enclosed 
She goeth, as she were h^lf out of her mind, 

To every place wherein she hath supposed 
By likelihood her little Son to find; 

And ever on Christ’s Mother ^neelc and kind 
She cried, till to the Jewry she was brought, 

And him among the accursed Jews she sought. 

XKII. 

»lie asketh, and she piteovisly doth pray 
To eveiy Jew that dwellclh in that place 
To tell her if her child liad passed that way ; 

They all said — Nay; but Jusu of his grace 
Gave to her thought, that in a little space 
8he for her Son in that same spot did cry 
Wlicro he was cast into a j)it hard by. 

XX I II. 

O thou great God that dost perforin^thy laud 
By mouths of Innocents, lo ! hero thy might ; 

Tliis gem of cliastity, this emerald, 

And eke of martyrdom this ruby bright, 

There, wlioro with mangled tliroat he lay iipright,^ 
The Alma lledempiorls ’gnu to sing, 

So loud, that witli his voice the place did ring. 

x.xiv. 

The Christian folk that through the Jewry went 
jCome to the spot in wonder at the thing ; 

And hastily they for the Provost sent ; 

Immediately he came, not tarrying, 

And praisetli Christ that is our heavenly King^ 

And eke liis Mother, honour of Mankind : 

Which done he bade that they the Jews should bin4« 
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xxr, 

®iis Child with piteous lamentation then 
Was taken up, singing his song alwjiy ; 

And with procession great and pomp of men 
To the next Abbey him they bare away ; 

His Mother swooning by the body lay : 

A nd scarcely could the people that were near 
iRemove this second Hachcd from the bier. 


XXVI. 

Torment and shameful death to every one 
This Provost doth for those bad J ews prepare 
That of this murder wist, and that anon : 

Such wickedness his judgments cannot spare j 
Who will do evil, evil sliall he hear ; 

Them therefore with wdld horses did he draw, 

And after that he hung them by the law . 

XXVII. 

Upon his bieiji^this Innocent dotli lie 
Before the altar while the Mass doth last : 

The Abbot with his convent’s company 
Then, sped themselves to bury him full fast ; 

^ And, when they holy water on him cast, 

Yet spake this Child when sprinkled was the w'ator, 
And sang, O Alma lletlc7nptoris Mater ! 

XXVIII. 

This Abbot, for he w^as a holy man, 

As all Monks arc, or surely ought to be, ^ 

In supplication to the Child began 

Thus saying, ‘ 0 dear Child ! I summon thee 

In virtue of the holy Trinity 

Tell me the cause why thou dost sing this hymn, 

Since that thy throat is cut, as it doth seem.’ 
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* My throat is cut unto the bone, I trow/ 

Said this young Child, ‘ and by the law of kind 
I should have died, yea many hours ago ; 

But Jesus Christ, as in the books ye find, 

"Will that his glory last, and he in mind ; 

And, for the worship of his Mother dear, 

Yet may I sing, O Alma! loud and clear. 

^ • XXX. 

‘ This well of mercy, Jesu’a Mother sweet, 

After iny knowledge I have loved alway ; 

And in tlie hour when I my death did meet 
To me she' came, and thus to me did say, 

Thou in thy dying sing this holy lay,’^ 

As yo jiave heard ; and soon as 1 had sung 
ISIethouglit she laid a grain upon my tongue. 

XXXI. 

‘ Wherefore I sing, nor can from song refrain, 

In honour of that blissful Maiden free, 

Till from my tongue olf-taken is the grain ; 

And after tliai- thus said she unto me ; 

‘‘ My little Child, then will I come for tliee 
Soon as the grain from off thy tongue they take : 

Be not dismayed, I will not thee forsake * 

XXXII. 

This holy Monk, this Abbot — him mean T, 

To^iched then his tongue, and took away the grain ; 
And he ^ave up the ghost full peacefully; 

And, wbrni the Abbot had tiiis wmnder seen, 
llis salt tears trickled down like showers of rair*T 
Ajid on his face he dropped upon the ground. 

And still he lay as if he bad been bound. 
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yxxnj. 

Eke the wiolo Convent on the pavement lay, 
Weeping and praising Jesu’a Mother dear.; 

And after that they rose, and took their war, 
And Kftcd up this Martyr from the bier, 

And in a tomb ot precious marble clear 
Enclosed his uncorrupted body sweet » — 
Where’er he he, God grant us him to meet ! 

a 

xwiv. t 

Young Hew of Lincoln ! in like sort laid low 
By cursed Jews — thing 'well and widely known. 
For it was done a little while ago — 

Pray also tliou for us, wlule here we tarry 
Weak sinful folk, that God, with pitting eye, 

In mere}' would his mercy multiply 
On us, for reverence of his Mother Mary!" 


IT. 

THE CUrKOO AND THE XIGIITINGALK 


I. 

The God of Lo\e heurJiatr ^ 

How mighty and liow groat a Lord is lie I 
For he of low hearts can make high, of high 
He can make low, and unto death bring nigh ; 
And hard hearts he can make them kind and free. 


II. • 

Within a little time, as hath he(>ii found, 

He can make sick folk whole and fresh aiid sound 
%em who are whole in body and in mind, 

He can make sick, — ^bindx;an he and unbind 
All that he will have bound, or have unbound 
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XXL 

To tell hie Blight my wit ir^^iy not suffice ; 
Foolish men be can make them out of wise ; — 
For ho may do all that he wilj devise ; 

Loose livers he can make abate^ their vice, 

And proud hearts can make tremble in a trice. 


IV. 

Jn brief, the whole of what he w ill, he may ; 
A^^ainst him dare not any Aviglit say nay ; 

To humble or afflict whome’er he wdll, 

To gladden or to grieve, he hath like skill ; 

Eut most his might he sheds ou the eve of May* , 


V. 

For every true heart, gentle heart and free, 

That with him is, or thinketh so to bei, 

Now against May shall have some stirring — whether 
To joy, or be it to some mourning ; never 
At other time, inethiuks,,iu like degree. 

TI. 

For now' w hen tlicy may liear the small birds’ song. 
And see the budding loaves tlie branches throng, 
This unto their n’membranee dotli bring 
All kinds of pleasure mixed with sorrowing ; 

And longing of sweet thoughts tliat ever long. 

• 

And of that longing heaviness doth come, 

Whenc# oft great sickness grows of heart and home; 
Sick are they all for lack of their desire ; ^ 

And thus in May their hoariis are set on fire, 

So that they burn forth in great imirtyrdom. 
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Till. 

In sooth, I speak fropi feeling, what though now 
Old am I, and to genial pleasure slow ; 

Yet have I felt of sickness through the May, 
Both hot and col^, and heart-aches every day, — 
How hard, alas ! to bear, I only know. 


IX. 

Such shaking doth the fever in me keep 
Through all this May that I have little sleep ; ^ 
And also ’tis not likely unto me. 

That any living heart should sleepy be 
In which Love’s dart its fiery point doth steep* 


X. 

But tossing lately on a sleepless bed, 

I of a token thought which Lovers heed ; 
How among them it w*as a common tale, 
That it was good to hear the Nightingale, 
Ere the vile Cuckoo’s note be uttered. 


XI, 

And then I tliouglit anon as it w’as day, 

I gladl}^ would go soinewdiere to essay 
If I perchance a Nightingale might hear, 

Eor yet had 1 heard none, of all that year, 
And it was then the third night of the Ma3^ 

XII. 

And soon as I a glimpse of day espied, 

No longer would I in "my bed abide, 

But straightway to a wood that was Lard by, 
Forth did I go, alone and fearlessly, 

And held the pathw'ay down by a brook-side ; 
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XIII, 

Till to a lawn I came all white and green, • 

I' in so fair a one hadTnever been* 

The ground was green, with daisy powdered over f 
Tall were the flowers, the grove a lofty cover, 

All green and white ; and nothing else was seen. 

XIV. 

*Jhere sate I down among the fair fresh flowers, 
JPnd saw' the birds come tripping from their bowers, 
AVhere they bad rested tlieni all night ; and they,,^ 
Who were so joyful at the light of day, 

Began to honour May with all their powers. 


XV. 

Well did they know that service all by rote, 

And there was many and many a lovely note, 

Some, singing loud, as if they liad complained; 

Some with their notes another nmnner feigned ; 

And some did sing all out wdth the full throat, 

XVI. 

They pruned themselves, and made themselves righ, 
Dancing and leaping light upon the spray ; [gayf 
And ever two and two together were. 

The same as they had elioscn for the year. 

Upon Saint Yaleutiiie’s returning day. 

xvir. 

Meanwhile the stream, whose hank I sate upon. 
Was making such a noises as it ran on 
Accordant to the sweet Birds’ harmony ; • 

Methought that it was the best melody 
Which ever to man’s ear a passage won. 
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And for delight, but bow I never wcfc, 

I in a slatnber and a swoon was caught, 

Not all asleep and yet not waking w^holiy ; 

And as I lay, the Cuckoo, bird unholy, 
llrok^ silence, or 'I heard him in my thought. 

XIX. 

And that was right upon a tree fast by, 

And who was then ill satisfied hut I ? 

Now, God, quoth I, that died upon the rood, 

From thee and thy base throat, keep all that’s good, 
Full little joy have I now of iliy cry, 

XX. 

And, as I with tlie Cuckoo thus ’gan chide, 

In the next bush that was me last beside, 

I heard tlie lusty Kightiugale so sing, 

That her clear voice made a load rioting, 
iichoiug thorough all the green wood v idi‘. 

xsi. 

Ah ! good sweet Nightingale! for my heart’s cheer. 
Hence hast thou stayed a little while too long ; 

For we have liad the sorry (hickoo here, 

And slie hath been before thee with her song ; 

Evil light on her ! she hath done rnc wrong. 


xxn. 

But hear you now a v'ondroue th.hig, I pray; 

A^ long as in that tiwooning-fit 1 lay, 

Mcthouglit I wist right well wlmt these birds meant, 
And had good knowing both of their intent. 

And of their speech, and rdl that they would say. 



TOB^O0c::oo 'AKB' thu 
xxm. 

The Nightingale thus in my hearing spake ;—*, 

0ood Cuckoo, seek some other bush or brake, 

And, prithee, let us that can sing dwell here j 
For every weight eschews thy song to hear, 

Such uncouth singing verily dost thou make. 

XXIV. 

What! quoth she then, what is’t that ails thee now? 
Ih^eems to me 1 sing as well as thou ; 

For mine’s a song that is both true and plain,— 
Although I cannot quaver so in vain 
As thou dost in thy throat, I wot not how. 

XXV. 

AH men may understanding have of me, 

But, Nightingale, so may they not of thee ; 

For thou host many a foolish and quaint cry : — 
Theu say’st Osee, Osee, then how may 1 
Have knowledge, 1 thee pray, what this may l»e ; 

XXVI. 

Ah, fool! quoth she, wist thou not wliat it is r 
Oft as I say Osee, Osee, 1 wis, 

Then mean 1, that I should be wonderous fain 
That shamefully they one and all were slain, 
Whoever against Love mean aught amiss. 

XXV n. 

Aftd also w^ould I tliat they all w'cre dead, 

Who do#iot think in love their life to load ; 

For who is loth the God of tove to obey, 

Is oxdy fit to die, I dare w^ell say, 

And for that cause 'O see I cry ; take heed i 
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^Ay, quotli the Cuckoo, that is a quaint law, 
That all must love or die ; but I withdraw, 

And take my leave of all such company, 

For mine intent it neither is to die, 

Nor ever while I live Love’s yoke to draw, 

XXIX. 

For lovers of all folk that be alive. 

The most disquiet have and least do thrive ; 
Most feeling have of sorrow woe and care, 

And the least welfare cometh to their share ; 
"What need is there against the truth to afrtvr ? 


XXX. 

What ! quotli she, thou art all out of thy mind, 
That in thy churlishness a cause caust find 
To speak of Love’s true Servants in this mood ; 
For in this world no Iservice is so good 
To every wight that gentle is of kind. 


XXXI. 

For thereof comes all goodness and all worth ; 

All gentiless and honour thence come forth j 
Thence worship comes, content and true heart’s pleasure 
And full-assured trust, joy without measure, 

And jollity, fresh cheerfulness, and mirth ; 

XXXII. 

And bounty, lowliness, and courtesy, 

And seemliness, and faithful company, • 

And dread of shame that will not do amiss ; 

For he that faithfully Love’s servant is, 

Bather than be disgraced, would ebuso to die. 
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> xxxrir. 

And tha6 tte very truth it in wliicH I 
JSTotv say — ^in such belief 1*11 live and die : 

Aud Cuckoo, do thou so, by my advice. 

Then, quoth she, let me never hgpe for bliss. 

If with that counsel I do e’er comply. 

XXXIV. 

«(Jood Nightingale ! thou speakest wondrous fair, 
Tft for all that, the truth is found elsewhere ; 

For Love in young folk is but rage, I wis : 

And Lore in old folk a great dotage is ; 

Who moat it useth, him ’twill most impair. 

XXXV. 

For thereof come all contraries to gladness I 
Thence* sickness comes, and overwhelming sadno^s^ 
Mistrust and jealousy, despite, debate, 

Dishonour, shame, envy importunate, 

Pride, anger, mischief, poverty, and madness. 

xxxvi. 

Loving is ayo an office of despair, 

And one thing is therein which is not fair ; 

For whoso gets of love a little bliss, 

Dhless it nlway stay with him, I wis 
Me may full soon go with an old man’s hair. 

^ xxxvii. 

And, therefore, Nightingale I do thou keep nigh, 

‘ For trusl; me well, in spite 6f thy quaint cry, 

If long time from thy mate thou be, or far, 

ThouTt be as others that forsaken are ; 

Then shalt thou raise a clamour as do I. 



^ Jfe?e, o» tty 3PWe, Bird iU 

^ Tie God 0 f Love aftiet th&e with aU teea, » 
thoti art worn thasa-txtad a thouaajud ^d; 

!B*oir mmy a <me Jiath virtues manifold, 
lA^oJbiad been nought, if Love had never been. 

’ xxxiy. 

I'm -evermore his servants Love amendcth, 

And he from every blemish them defendeth ; ^ 
And makefch them to burn, as in. a fire, 

In loyalty, and worshipful desire, 

And, when it likes him, joy enough them sendeth. 

XL. 

llThou Nightingale 1 the Cuckoo said, be still, 

For Love no reason hath but his own will ; — 

For to Ih:* a?|ltiruc he oft gives ease and joy ; 

Truo lovers doth so bitterly annoy, 

He lets them perish through that grievous ill. 

XLI. 

With such a master v ould T never be * ; 

For he, in sooth, is blind, and may not see, 

And knows not when he hurts and when he heals ^ 
Within this court full seldom Truth avails, 

So diverse in his wilfuluess is he. 

xLir. 

Ihen of the Nightingale did I take note, 

How from her inmost heart a sigh she brought,^ 
And said, Alas ! that^ever I was bom, s 
JJ^ot one word have I now, 1 am so forlorn, — 

Attd with that word, she into tears burst out. 

* a vmnwioiri^t in the l^lpian, aa are ahta irtiaome H and 
wWm9amtim909STT^ to eoiji^te tt» eetua. 
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xmx. 

AlftBi alas ! my re^ lia&rt 'break;, 

QaO& sbe, to bear this churlish bird thus fspmk 
Of liOve, and of his holj^semoes ; ^ 

Now, Ood of Love ; thou help me in some vrim^ 
That vengeance on this Cuckoo^ may wreak. 

XMT. 

so mothouglit I started up anon, 

Aftd to the brook I ran and got a stone, 

Which at the Cuckoo hardily I cast, 

And he for dread did ilj away full fast ; 

And glad, in sooth, was I when he was gone. 

XiT. 

And as he flew, the Cuckoo, ever and aye, 

Kept crying Parcwell ! — ^farewell, Popinjay ! 

As if in scornful mock cry of me ; 

And on I hunted him j&x)m tree to tree, 

Till he was far, all out of sight, away. 

XLVI, 

Then straightway came the Nightingale to me. 

And said, Porsooth, my friend, do I thank thee. 

That thou wert near to rescue me ; and now, 

Unto the God of Love I make a vow. 

That all this May I will thy songstress bo. 

xLvir. 

^■^ell satisfied, I thanked her, and she said, 

By this^raishap no longer be dismayed, 

Though thou the Cuckoo heard, ero thou heard^t nlO j 
Yet if I live it shall amende^ be,* 

When next May comes, if 1 am not afraid. 
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3D&TII1, 

AzmI oile thing will I^eounsel thee ale(5, 

Cuckoo not thou, nor his Love’s saw; 
All that she said is au outrageous lie. 

Nay, nothing shall me bring thereto, quoth I, 
I*oc Love, and it hath done me mighty woe* 

XLIX. 

Tea, hath it ? use, quoth she, this medicine ; 
This May-time, every day before thou dine, ' 
&o look on the fresh daisy ; then say I, 
Although for pain thou may’st be like to die, 
Thou wilt be eased, and less wilt droop and pine 

L. 

And mind always that thou bo good and true, 
And I will sing one song, of many new, 

For love of thee, as loud as I may cry ; 

And then did she begin this song full high, 

* Bei&rew all them that are in love untrut'.* 


LI. 

And soon as she had sung it to the end, 

Now farewell, quoth she, for I hence must wend 
And, God of Love, that can right well and ma\ , 
Send unto thee as mickle joy this day. 

As ever he to Lover yet did peud. 


^Qbius takes the Nightingale her leave of me ; 
I pray to God with her always to be, ^ 
And joy of love to send her evermore ; 

And shield us from the Cuckoo and her lore, 
For there is not so false a bird as she. 
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UIL 

IFortli then eh© flaw, the geatle Nighticgale, 
^0 all the Birds that lodged within that dale, 
And gathered each and all into one place ; 
And them besought to hear her^doleful case, 
And thus it was that she began her tale. 


LIV. 

.^e Cuckoo — His not well that I should hide 
HRw she and I did each tbe other chide, 

And without ceasing, since it was daylight ; 
And now I pray you all to do me right 
Of that false Bird whom Love can not abide. 


LV, 

Then spake one Bird, and full assent all gave ; 
This matter askeili counsel good as grave, 

Por birds we arc — all here together brought ; 
And, in good sooth, the Cuckoo here is not ; 
And therefore we a rarliamcut will have. 

LTI. 

And thereat shall the Eagle be our Lord, 

And otlier Peers whose names are on record j 
A summons to the Cuckoo shall be sent, 

And judgment there bo given ; or that intent 
Failing, we finally shall make accord. 

^ LVII, 

And all this shall be done, without a nay, 

The morrow after Saint Vafentine’s day, 
Under a maple that is well beseen, 

Before the chamber- window of the Queen, 

At Woodstock, on the meadow green and gay# 
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Shi» tfafiukM ; and thou her leave she took^ 
Aiid flew into a hawthorn by that brook ; 

And there she sate and sung — upon that tree — 
“For tern of life Love shall have hold of me’*— 
So loudly, that I with that song awoke. 

TTnleanied Book and rude, as well I know, 

For beauty thou hast none, nor eloquence, 

Who did on thee the hardiness bestow 
To appear before my Lady ? but a sense 
Thou surely hast of her benevolence, 

Whereof her hourly bearing proof clotli give; 

For of all good she is the best alive. 

Alas, poor Book ! for thy unworlh/ness, 

To show to her some pleasant meanings writ 
In winning words, since through her gentiloss, 
Thee she accepts as for her service fit ! 

Oh I it repents me I have neither wit 
Kor leisure unto thee more worth to give ; 

For of all good she is 1 he best alivo. 

Beseech her meekly ’v^ith all lowliness, 

Though I be far Irani her I reverence, 

To think upon my truth and stodfa^tness, 

And to abridge my sorrow’s i^ndence, 

Caused by ibe wish, as kno>\s jour sapience. 

She of her liking jiroof to mo would give ; < 

For of all good slio h the best alive. ^ 

L*LKVOT. 

Pfeasurc’s Aurora, Bay of gladsomeness ! 

Luna by night, with liea\ only influence 
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lUutKmed I Tooi of mi goodaesea^ 

WiitOi mi aJlay, by your bone^nce, 

Hy a%ba breathed forth in««ilenoe,-^colaifort g$fat 
Since of all good, you are the beat alive, 
rzrz.xox!r. 
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TKOILUS Am) CEESIDA, 

Next morning Troilus began to clear 
His eyes from sleep, at the first break of day, 

And unto Pandarus, his own Brother dear, 

Por love of G-od, full piteously did say, 

We must the* Palace see of Cresida ; 

Por since we yet may have no other feast, 

Let us behold her Palace at the least ! 

And thercTv ithal to cover his intent 
A cause he found into the Town to go, 

And they right forth to Cresid’s Palace went ; 

But, Lord, this simple Troilus as woe, 

Him thought his sorrowful heart w^ould break in ttr<k 
Por when he saw her doors fast bolted all, 

Well nigh for sorrow down he *gan to fall. 

Tlierewith when this true Lover *gan behold. 

How shut was every window of the place, 

Like frost he thought his heart was icy cold ; 

whiph, with changed, pale, and deadly face, 
Without word uttered, forth he ’gan to pace ; 

And on his purpose bent so fast to ride, 

That no wight his continuance espied. 
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Then eaid he thus, — Pidace desolate ! 

O house of houses, once so richly dight ! 

O Palace empty and disoonsolate ! 

Thou lamp of which extinguished is the light j 
O Palace -shiaom day that now art night, 
Thou ought'll to fidl and I to die ; since she 
J* gone who held us both in sovereignty. 


O, of ah houses once the crowned boast ! 
Palace illumined with the sun of bliss ; 

O ring of which the ruby now is lost. 

O cause of woe, that cause has been of bliss : 
Yet, since I may no better, would T kiss 
Thy cold doors ; but I dare not for this rout ; 
ParewcU, thuu sbriiie of w hich the Saint is out 


Therewith he cast on Pandarus an eye, 
With changed face, and piteous to behold ; 
And when he might his time aright os])y, 
Aye as he rode, bo Pandarus he told 
Both his new sorrow and liis joys of old, 
So i)iteous}y, and with so d(‘ad a hue, 

‘ That every wigiit might on Ids sorrow rue. 


Forth from the spot he rideth up Pud down, 
And everything to his romemberance 
Came as he rode by places of the town 
Whore he had felt such perfect pleasure oncjp. 
Lo, yonder saw 1 mine own Lady dance, 

Ahd in that Temple she with lier bright eyes. 
My Lady dear, first bound me captive-wise. 
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And yonder witli joy-amitten heart haye. I 
Heard my own Creaid’s laugh ; and once at plaj 
I yonder saw her eke full blissfully ; 

And yonder once she unto me ’gan say — 

Now, my sweet Troilus, love me well, I pray I 
And there so graciously did me behold, 

That hers unto the death my heart I hold. 


•Aijji at the comer of that self-same house 
Heard I my most beloved Lady dear, 

So womanly, with voice melodious 
Singing so well, so goodly, and so clear, 
That in my soul mcthinks I yet do hear 
The blissful sound ; and in that very place 
My Lady first me took unto her grace. 


O blissful God of Love ! tlien thus he cried, 
When 1 the process have in memory, 

How tliou hast w earied me on every side, 
Men thence a book might make, a history ; 
What need to seek a conquest over me, 

Since I am wholly at tliy w*ill ? what joy 
Hast thou thy own liege subjects to destroy ? 


Dread Lord ! so fearful when provoked, thine ire 
Well hast thou wreaked on mo by pain and grief 
J^ow mercy. Lord ! thou know’st well I desire 
^Thy gr^ce above all pleasures first and chief; 
And live and die I will in thy belief; 

Por which I ask for guerdon but one boon. 

That Cresida again thou send me soon. 



Cbrntrain hesr heart as quickly to retort^ 

, As Ihou dost mino iritk longing her to seo, 

!l%en know I well that she would not sojourn. 
Kbw, blissfhl Lord, so cruel do not he 
XJnto the blood of Troy, I pray of thoe, 

As Juno was unto the Theban blood, 

Srom whence to Thebes came griefs in multitude. 


And after this h© to the gate did go, 

Whence Cresid rode, as if in haste slie was ; 
And up and down there went, and to and fro, 
Aud to himself full oft he said, alas ! 

•Prom hence my hope, and solace forth did pass, 

0 would the blissful God now for his 

1 might her see again coming to Tro^ ! 

And np to yonder hill was I her guide ; 

Alas, and there I took of her my leave ; 

Yonder I saw her to her Pather ride, 

Pot very grief of which my heart shall cleave ; — 
And hither home I came -when it was eve ; 

And here 1 dwell an outcast from all joy, 

And shall, unless I see her soon in Tro} . 


And of himself did he imagine off. 

That he was blighted, pale, and waxen less 
Than he was Avont ; and that in whispers soft ‘'* 
Men said, what may it bo, can no one gur*ss 
^Wby Troilus bath airthis heaviness ? 

All which he of himself conceited w^holly 
Out of his weakness and his melancholy. 
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Atiotliet time he took into hia head, 

That every wight, who in the way passed by. 

Had of him ruth, and fancied that they said, 

I am right borry Troilus will dio ; 

And thus a day or two drove wearily ; 

As ye have heard ; such life ’gifn he to lead 
As one that standeth betwixt hope and dread. 


which it pleased him in his songs to show 
T}ie occasion of his woe, as heat he might ; 

And ma(ie a fitting song, of words hut few, 
Soraewlut his woeful h(*art to male more light; 
And ^^}leu he nas removed from all men’s sight, 
Willi a soft night voice, he of his Lady dear, 
That ahsent ^\ as, ’gaii sing as j e may hear. 


O star, of which 1 loM have all the light, 

With a bore heart -well ought 1 to bewail, 

That < \er dark in torment, night by night, 
Toward my death with wind 1 steer and sail ; 

For wliich upon the Itmlh night if thou lail 
With Uiy bright hcania to guide me hut one hoUr^ 
My ship and luc Ohnr^bdia will dcvoiu*. 


As sotin as he Ibis song had thus sung through, 
, He fell again into his sorrows old ; 

And every night, as was his wont to do, 

Troilas stood the bright moon to behold ; 

And aU his trouble to the moon he told, 

And said ; I wis, when thou art horn’d anew, 

I shall be glad if all the world be true. 
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iskjio^ mom cnuposa 

3?iiy horns were old as now upon that morrow, 
When hence did journey my bright Lady dear, 
!phat cause is of my to*rment and my sorrow ; 

3Por which, oh, gentle Luna, bright and clear, 

For love of God, run fast above thy sphere j 
For when thy horfis begin once more to spring, 
Th^ shall she come, that with her bliss may briii| 


The day is more, and longer every night ' 

Than they were wont to be — for he thought so ; 
And that the sun did take his course not right, 
By longer way than he was wont to go ; 

And said, I am in constant dread I trow, 

That Phaeton his son is yet alive, 

His too fond father’s car amiss to drive. 


Upon the walls fist also would he wallc, 

To the end that lie the Grecian host might see ; 
And ever thus he to himself would talk : — 

Lo I yonder is my own bright Lady free ; 

Or yonder is it that the tents must be ; 

And thenee does come this air which is so sweet, 
That in my soul I feel the joy of it. 


And certainly this wind, that more and more 
By moments thus increaseth in my face, 

Is of my Lady’s sighs heavy and sore ; 

I prove it thus ; for in no other space 
Of all this town, save only in this place, 

I a wind, that soundeth so like pain ; 

It saitb, Alas, why severed are we twain ? 
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A wear^ while in pain he tosseth thus, 

Till fully past and gone was«the ninth night ; 

And ever at his side stood Pandarus, 

Who busily made use of all his might 
To comfort him, and make his heart more light ; 
Giving him always hope, that she the morrow 
Of the tenth day will come, and end his sorrow. 



K)IiMS EEFEKEING TO THE PEEIOD 
OF OLD AGE. 


I. 

THE OLD CIJlkEBERLAND BEGGAR. 

{Obsbbvbd, and with jjreat benefit to my own licarl, wlien I W’aa a 
child : written at Racedown and Alfoxden in mv twf^nty -third 
year. The political economists weie about that time beginning 
their war upon mendicity in all its forms, and by implicatioD, 
if not directly, on alms-giving also. This heartless process has 
been caiTied as far as it can go by the awendisd poor-law bill, 
though the inhumanity that prevails in this measure is some- 
what disguised by the profession that one of its objects is to 
tlirow the poor upon the voluntaiy donations of their neighbours ; 
timt is, if rightly inter|mcied, to force them into a condition 
between relief iti the Union poor-house, and alms robbed of 
tlieir Christian giuce and spirit, as being forced rather from the 
benevolent than given by them ; while tlie avaricious and 
Selfish, and all in fact biit the humane and ebaritable, are at 
liberty to keep uU they possess from their distressed brethren.] 

The class of Beggars, to which the Old Man here de-icribed belongs, 
will (irobably soon be extinct. It consipied of poor, ahd, 
mostly, old and infirm pcrsims, who confined themselves to a 
stated round in their neighbourhood, and had certain fixed 
days, on which, .at different houses, they riigularly received 
alms, sometimes in money, but mostly in provisions. 

I SAW an aged Beggar in my walk ; 

And lie was seated, by tbe highway side, 

Oh a low structure of rude masonry 

Built at the foot of a huge hill, that they 

Who lead their horses down the steep rough road 
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May thence remount at ease. The age3 Mm 
Had placed his staff across the J)road smooth atone 
That overlays the pile 5 and, from a bag 
All white with flour, the dole of village dames, 

He drew his scraps and fragmentSj^one by one; 

And scanned them with a fixed and serious look 
Of idle computation. In the sun, 

Hpon tlie second step of that small pile, 

Sumupxded hy those w ild mapeopled hills, 

Tie sat, and ate hia food in solitude ; 

And ever, scattered from his palsied hand. 

That, still attempting to prevent tlic waste, 

Was baffled still, the crumbs in little showers 
Pell on the ground ; and the small mountain birds, 
Hot venturing yet to peck their destined meal, 
Approached withiii the length of half his staff. 

Him from my childhood have I known ; and then 
He was so old, he seems not older now ; 

He travels on, a solitary Man, 

So helpless in appearance, that for liiiu 

The sauntering Horseman throw’^s not with a slack 

And careless liand hxs alms upon the ground, 

But stops, — that he may snfidy lodge the coin 
Within the old Man’s hat ; nor quits him so, 

But still, when he has given h’s Ijorsc the rein, 
Watches the aged Beggar with a look 
Sidelong, and hall-reverted. She who tends 
iB^toll-gate, when in summer at her door 
Bh^ten^her wheel, if on the road she sees 
The aged beggar coming, quits her work, 

And lifts the latch for liim that ho may pass. ♦ 

The post-boy, when his rattling w^hcels overtake 
The aged Beggar in the w'oody lane, 
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ShoTjits to him from hehmd ; and, if thus warnod . 
The old man does not ghange his course, the hoy 
Turns with less noisy wheels to the roadside^ 

And passes gently by, without a curse 
Upon his lips, or apger at his heart. 

Ho travels on, a solitary Man ; 
flis has no companion. On the ground 
His eyes are turned, and, as he moves along, 

They move along the ground; and, evermore, 
Instead of common and habitual sight 
Of fields with rural works, of hill and dale, 

And the blue sky, one little span of earth 
Is all his prospect. Thus, from day to day, 
Bow-bent, his eyes for ever on the ground. 

He plies his weary journey ; seeing still, 

And seldom knowing that ho sees, some straw, 
Some scattered leaf, or marks which, in one track, 
The nails of cart or chariot- wheel have left 
Impressed on the white road, — in the same line, 

At distance still the same. Poor Traveller ! 

His staff trails with him ; scarcely do his feet 
Disturb the summer dust ; lie is so still 
In look and motion, that the cottage curs. 

Bre he has passed the door, will turn away, 

Wcaiy of barking at him. Boys and girls, 

The vacant and the busy, maids and youths, 

And urchins newly breeched —all pass him by ; 
Him even the slow-paced waggon leaves behind.^*. 

But deem not this Man useless. — Statesnjen ! ye 
Who are so restless in your wisdom, ye 
Who have a broom still ready in your hands 
To rid the world of nuisances ; ye proud, 
Heart-swoln, while in your pride ye contemplate 
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Your talents, power, or wisdom, deem Ijjtn nf>t 
A burtlicii of the earth ! ’Tis Nature’s law 
That none, the meanest of created thiuga, 

Of forms created the most vile and brute, 

The dullest or most noixous, should exist 
Divorced from good — a spirit anil pViUo ot good, 

A life and soul, to ever/ mode of beiu.g 
Inseparably linked. Then be assured 
Tliat least of all can aught — tliat over owned 
The h^vcn- regarding eye and front euldime 
Which man is born to — sink, howe’er d« prtsseil, 

8o low as to be scorned without a sit; t 
Without oflcnce to God cast out of \ie\\ ; 

*,Likc the dry remnant of a garden-lluwcr 
Whoso seeds are shed, or as an impleiaeijD 
Worn out and worthless. AVhile Irom doer t j doorj 
This old Man creeps, the villagers in bi-n 
ilchold a’record which together bind.^' 

Past deeds and odlces of cliarily, 

Else un remembered, and so keej)s aixve 

T1 ic kindly mood in hearts which lajkse of years, 

AjkI that half-wisdom half-cxpcrience gives, 

JNIake slow to feel, and by sure steps resign 
sel^i^bness and cold oblivious cares. 

, Among tluj larms and solitary huts, 

\lJauilets and thinly-scattered village?, 

t re’er the aged Beggar lakes hi? iv-umls, 

[uild necessity of use compels 

and liabit does the wim k 
; asoii;^yet prepares that affcer-joy 
Which reason cherishes. And thus the 
}3y that sw^eet taste of pleasure unpursne i, 

TOL. V. * * K 
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Doth find herself insensibly disposed 
To Yirtue and true goodness. 

* Some tliero are^ 

By thoir good works exalted, loftj" iriiuda 

And meditative, authors of delight 

Ajad happiness, which to the end of timo 

Will live, and spread, and kindle : even such minds 

Ib Childhood, from this solitary Being, 

Or from like wanderer, haply have received 
(A thing more precious far than all that booksr 
Or the solicitudes of love can do !) 

That first mild toucli of s3’nipathy and thought, 

In which they found their kindred with a woidd 
Where want and sorrow were. The easy man 
Who sits at his own door, — and, like the pear 
That overhangs his head from the green w'all, 

Feeds in the sunshine ; the robust and young, 

The prosperous and untldnking, thej" who live 
Sheltered, and flourish in a little grove 
Of their own kindred : — all behold in him 
A silent monitor, which on their minds 
Must needs impress a transitory thought 
Of self-congratulation, to the heai’t 
Of each recalling his peculiar boons, 

His charters and exemptions ; and, porchanco. 
Though he to no one give the fi^rtitudo 
And circumspe<^tion needful to preserve 
His present blessings, and to Imsbaud up 
The respite of tlie season, he, at least, 

And ’tis no vulgan sendee, makes tliem felt; 

Tet further. Many, I believe, there are 

Who live a life of virtuous decency, 

Men who can hear the Decalogue and feel 
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Ko self-reproach ; who of the moral law 
Jistahliehed in the land where tl^ey abide 
V Are strict observers ; and not negligent 
ffn acts of love to those with whom they dwell, 

/ Their kindred, and the children of their blood. 

Praise be to such, and to their slumbers peace ! 

— But of the poor man ask, the abject poor ; 

Go, and demand of hhn, if there be here 
In thi^ cold abstinence from evil deeds, 

And these inevitable charities, 

'Wherewith to satisfy the human soul ? 

No — man is dear to man ; the poorest poor 
liong for some moments in a weary life 
When they can know and feel that they have been, 
Themselves, the fathers and the dealers-out 
Of some small blessings ; have been kind to such 
As needed kindness, for this single cause, 

That we have all of us one human heart. 

— Such pleasure is to one kind Being known, 

My neighbour, when with punctual care, eacli week 
Duly as Priday ccunes, though pressed herself 
By her own w^ants, she from her store of meal 
Takes one unsparing handful for the scrip 
Of this old Mendicant, and, from her door 
lieturning w'ith exhilarated heart, 

Sits by her fire, and builds her hope in heaven. 

Then let him pass, a blessing on his head ! 

;»'^hile in that vast solitude to wdiich 
The tide^^ithings has borne him, he appears 
To breathe and live but for himself alone, 

Unblamed, uninjured, let him bear about 
The good which tho bepignant law of "Heaven 
Has hung around him ; and, w'^hile life is his, 

‘ E 2 
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Still let him prompt the unlettered villagers 
To tender ofQces and pensive thoughts* 

— Then let him pass, a blessing on his head ! 

And, long as he can wander, let him breathe 
The freshness of the valleys ; let his blood 
Struggle with frosty air and winter snows ; 

And let the chartered wind tliat sweeps the healli 
Beat his grey locks against his wiilicred face. 
Beverence the hope whose vital anxiousness ^ 
Grives the last human interest to his heart. 

May never House, niisnamed of Indcstky, 

Make him a captive ! — for that ])ent-iip (bn, 

Those life-consuming sounds that clog the air, 

Be his the natural silence of old age ! 

Let him be free of mountain solitudes ; 

And have around him, whether heard or not. 

The pleasant melody of woodland birds. 

Few arc bis pleasures : if his eyes have now 
Been doomed so long to settle upon earth 
That not v^ithout some effort they beliold 
The countenance of the horizontal sun, 

Bising or setting, lol the light at least 
Find a free eutraiico to their languid orbs. 

And let him, where and when be will, sit down 
Beneath the trees, or on a grassy bank 
Of highway side, and with tlic little birds 
Share his chance-gathered meal ; and, finally. 

As in the eye of Nature he has lived. 

So in the eye of Nature let him die ! 


179h 
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n. 

THE FARMER OF TILSBURY YALE. 

[The character of this man was descrihcd to me, and the incident 
upon w'hich tlic vcrsch turn, was told me h}-’ 3\lr. Pool of 
• Nether Stowey, witli whom I became acquainted through our 
common friend, 8. T. Coleridge. During my residence at 
Al%xdcn I usefl to see miicli of him and had frequent occasion! 
to admire the course of his daily life, csi>ecially his conduct 
to his labourers and poor neighbonrs : tUoir virtues he carefully- 
encouraged, and weighed their faults in the scales of charity. 
If I seem in these verses to liavc treated the weaknesses of the 
fanner, and his transgression, too tenderly, it may in pai*t be 
ascribed to my having received the story from one so averse to 
all harsh judgment. After liis death, vas found in his escritoir 
A lock of grey hair can fully )»re‘'er\ed, with a notice that it 
had been rut from thr hea<l of his faithful shepherd, who liad 
served him for a length of jrurs. I need scarcely add that he 
felt for all men as hi« bn-then^. lie was much bedoved by 
distingujslied })Grsi»us — jMr. C*>leridgc, Mr. Southey, Sir H, 
Davy, and many oLlu'vs ; Mid in his own neighbourhood ivas 
highly valued as a magi^tiatr, a man nf business, and in every 
other social relnti m. Tlio latter part uf the poem pcrhiipa 
requir* s feosiio npobc^ry as being too lauch of an echo to the 
“llcvcne of Poor Susan.”] 

’Tjs not for tlie iinfeelinp:, ilio falsvdj rcdinctl, 

'I'be sipicamiish in tasto, and tlie jiarrow of miml, 

And the small critic mcJdinn; hh delicate pen, 

That I sing of old Adam, the pride of old men. 

11c dwells ill the centre of Loudon’s wide Town ; 
lbs a sceptre — his grey liairs a crown ; 

And his bright eyes look brighter, set off by the streak 
( )f the unfaded rose that still blooms on his clieek. • 


’Mid the dews, in the sunshine of morn, — Tnid the joy 
Of the fields, he collected that bloom, when a boy ; 
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Thatcount6naDce there fashioDcd, which, spite of afliain 
That his life hath received, to the last will remain. 

A Farmer he was ; and his house far and near 
Was the boast of the country for excellent cheer : 
Jlow oft have I heard in sweet Tilsbury Vale 
Of the silver-rimmed horn whence he dealt his mild ale! 

a 

Tet Adam was far as the farthest from ruin, 

His fields seemed to know wdiut their Master was^Jfoiug; 
And turnips, and corn-land, and meadow, and lea, 

Ail caught the infeciion — as generous as he. 

Tet Adam prized little the feast and the howl, — 

The fields better suited the ease of his soul; 

He strayed through the fields lik(^ an indolent W'ight, 
The quiet of nature was Adam’s delight. 

For Adam was simple in thought ; and the poor. 
Familiar with him, made an inn of his door: 

He gave them the best t]\at he had ; or, to say 
What less may mislead you, they took it away. 

Thus thirty smooth years did he thrive on liis farm : 
The Genius of plenty preserved him from harm; 

At length, wdiat to loost is a season of sorrow, 

His means are run out, — ^he must beg, or must borrow. 

To the neighbours he went, — all were free ^Yith their 
money ^ 

For his hive had so long been replcMiished honey, 
That they dreamt not of dearth ; — He continued his 
rounds, 

Knocked here — and knocked there, pounds stiU adding 
to pounds. 
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He paid what he could with his ill-gotten pelf, 

And something, it might he, res/jrved for himself : 

Then (what is too true) without halting a w^ord, 
Turned his back on the country — and off like a bird. 

Ton lift up your eyes ! — hut I guess that you frame 
A judgment too harsh of tlie sin and the shame j 
In. him it was scarcely a business of art, 

Por t]^s he did nil in the case of his heart. 

To London — a sad emigration I ween — j? 

'With his grey hairs he Aveot from the brook and the 
green ; 

And there, witli small wealth but his legs and his hands, 
As lonely he stood as a crow on the sands. 

All trades, as need was, did ohl Adam assume, — 
Served as stable-boy, errand-boy, porter, and groom ; 
Lut nature is gracious, ne(;e‘>sil3^ kind, 

And, in spite of the shame that may lurk in his mind. 

He seems teu birthdays younger, is green and is stout; 
I’ wice as last ns before do(*s his blood run about ; 

You Avould i^L\y that eacli hair c»f his beard was alive, 
And his lingers arc busy as bees in a liivo. 

For he’s not like an Old ]\ran that leisurely goes 
About worit that ho knows, in a track tliat he knows; 
But often his mind is compelled to dt inur, 

Aiid^X''^ guess that the luOi O then his hod^^ must stir. 

In the throng of the town like a stranger is he, 

Like one Avhose own country *s far over the sea; 

And Nature, while through the .great eity he hies. 

Full ten times a day takes his heart by surprise. 
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This gii%s Him the fancy of one that is young, 

^ More of soul in his fuc^ than of words on his tongue ; 
Like a maiden of twenty lie trembles and siglis, 

And tears of fifteen will come into his eyes. 

What’s a tempest to him, or the dry parching heats ? 
Yt't he watehos the clouds that pass over the streets ; 

\V ith a look of such earnestness often will stand, 

You might think he’d tw*el vc reapers atwork in tlie^Straud. 

Where* proud Covent-gardeii, iu desolate hours 
Of snow and hoar-1 rest, spreads lier fruits ami her flowers^ 
Old Adam will smile at the pains that have iuade 
Poor winter luok line in such strange luasquerado. 

’Mid coacb/'-s and cliariots, a waggon of straw, 

Like a maguet. the heart of old Adam can draw; 

AVith a thonsaudt ,.<jft pictures his memory wdll teem, 

And his heoring i'*; iv)iiched\\ith the sounds of a dream. 

Up ihe 1 hill ho oft wlxistles Ids way, 

Ihrusts his haIu]^ in a vaggou, and smells at the hay; 

.Tie tldnks of fekls he so oficn liath mown, 
j!\nd is happx a? ii‘ ihe rich freight were Ills own. 

Put cidehy t o Smi’hfu-ld he loves to repair, — 

If you pass hy lit morning, jou'k meet with liim there. 
The breat); of the r:ov3 you may tee him inliale, 

And his heart all ilic while is in Tilsbury Vale. 

Now farewell, old Vdam! when low thou aryprid, 

May one blade of grass spring up over thy head ; 

And I Lope that thy grave, wheresoever it be, 

Will hear the wind sigh through the leaves of a tree. 

1803. 
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TIT. 

THE SMALL CELANDINE, 

Thf.ee is a E'lower, the lesser Celandine, 

That shrinks, like many more, from cold and rain ; 
And, the first moment that the sun may shine, 
it i\^ the sun himself, ’tis out again ! 

Wlivn hailstones have been falling, swarm on swanu^ 
Or blasts the gretm field and the trees distrest, 

Oft haM' I seen it mufiled up from harm, 

In elose --elf-sbelter, bkc a Thing at rest. 

lint hd« ly, one rough day, this FloAver I passed 
And recognised it, though an altcTod fonn, 

!Now s1.*,ading forth an ofioring to the blast. 

And buiretod at will by rain and storm. 

I stopped, and said with inly-inuitered voice, 

“It duth not love the shower, nor seek the cold; 

This nrither is its courage nor its choice, 

But ils necessity in being old. 

The sunshine may not cheer it, nor the dew ; 

Jt cannot help itself in its decay; 

iStitf in its members, withered, changed of hue.’* 

Ajid, in iny spleen, 1 smiled that it was grey. 

To be a Prodigal’s P.avourilo — then, worse truth, 

A Miser’s Pensioner — behold our lot! ^ 

O Man, that from tliy fair and shining youth 
Age might but take the things Youth needed not ! 

1804. 
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IT. 

THE TWO THIEVES; 

OR, THE LAST STAGE OF AVARICE. 


[This in described from the life, as I was in the habit of observing 
when a boy at Ifawhshcad SebooJ. Daniel was juore than 
eighty years older than myself when ho was dajly, thus 
occupied, under iny nidioe. Ko book could have so early 
taught nio to think of the changes wliMi human life is 
subject ; and while looking at hjiu I could not but say to 
myself — wc may, one of us, I or tlie ha|»]>ie8t of my playmates, 
live to become still mom +he object oi' pity than this old man, 
this half-dealing pilferer !] 

O Kow tlint the genius of Bewick were mine, 

And the skiU which he Iciiriicd on the hajiks of the Tyne, 
Then the Muses iniglit deal wnth me just as they chose, 
For I’d take my last leave both of verse and of prose. 
« 

What feats would I work with my magical hand ! 
Book-learning and hooks should he bani^/rK-d the land: 
And, for hunger and thirst and such trouhlesome calls, 
Every alc-liousc should then have a feast on its walls. 

The traveller would hang his wet clothes on a (^ir^ 
Bet them smoke, let them burn, not a straw would ho 
care 1 

Eor the Prodigal Son, Joseph’s Dream and his sheaves, 
Oh, what would they bo £o my talcf of two Thieves ? 



THE TWO THIEVES. 




The One, yet mibreeched, is not three birthdays old. 
His Grandsire that ago more than thirty times told ; • 
There are ninety good seasons of fair and foul weather 
Between them, and both go a-piifering together. 

With chips is the carpenter strewing his floor? 

Is a cart-load of turf at an old woman’s door? 

•Old Daniel his hand to the treasure will slide ! 

AnJ his Grandson’s as busy at work by his side. 

Old Daniel begins ; he stops short — and his eye, f 
Through the lost look of dotage, is cunning and sly : 
’Tis a look which at this time is hardly his own, 

But tells a plain tale of the days that are flown. 

Ife once had a. heart which w^as moved hy the wires 
Of manifold pleasures and many desires : ' 

And w^hat if he cherished his purse? ’Twas no more 
Thau treading a patli trod by thousands before- 

’Twas a path trod b}^ tbousands ; but Daniel is on© 
"Who went something farther than others have gone. 
And now wdth old Daniel you see how it fares j 
You SCO to what end he has brought his grey hairs. * 

Tho pair sally forth hand in hand : ere the sim 
lias peered o’er the beeches, their w ork is begun : 

And yet, into w'hatever sin they may fall, 

Tills child but half knows it, and that, not at all. 

They hunt through the streets w’ith deliberate tread. 
And each, in his turn, becomes leader or led ; • 

And, wherever they carry their plots and their wileS; 
Every face in the village is dimpled with smilea* 



60 POEMS REFERillXG TO THE PERIUH OF OLD AGE. 

Neither checked by the rich nor the needy they roam ; 
Tor the grey-headed Sire^has a daughter at home, 
Who will gladly repair all the damage that’s done ; 
And tliree, were it asked, would he rendered for one. 

Old Man! whom so oft I with })ity have eyed, 

I love thee, and love the SM'eet Boy at thy side : 

L Jiig yet may’at thou live ! for a teacher w'e see 
That lifts up the veil of our natiire in thee. 

1800. 


T. 

ANIMAL TnANQl'lLLITY AND DECAY. 

The little hedgerow birds, 

Tliat peck along the roads, regard him not. 

Ho traveU on, and in his face, bis step, 

His gait, is one expression : every limb, 
llis look and bending figure, all bespeak 
A man who does not move with pain, but moves 
With thought. — Ho is insensibly subdued 
To settled cjuiet: be is one by whom 
All elFort seems fiirgotten ; one to whom 
Long patience bath such mild curn])</3ure given, 
That patience now doth seem a thing of Avliich 
He hath no need. He is by nature led 
To peace so perfect that t!ie young behold 
With envy, what the Old Man hardly feels. 


1798. 



EPITAPHS AND ELEGIAC PIECES. 


•[Those from Chiabrora were chiefly translated -when Mr. Coleridg:® 
was writing his ** Fneiuiy in wliich periodical my “Essay on 
ifipitaph.y,” written abont tliat time, was first published. For 
further notice of Cliiabrera, iu connection v.ilh his Epitaphs^ 
see “Alusiugs at Aquaj.cndentc.”] 

KPITAPIIS 

TRANSLATED FROM CUIAnilERA. 


T. 

Weep not, beloved Friends! nor let Ibc air 
For me witb sighs he troiihlcd. Not froiu life 
Have I been taken ; iliis is genuine life 
And this alone— the life wliicli now T liv(» 

In iieaee ('tcrniil; where desire and joy 
Together move in fellowship witlioiit end.— 

Franeesco Coni willed that, after death, , 

His tombstone thus should speak for liim. And surely 
Small cause there is for that fond wish of oura 
Long to continue in this w'orld; a w'orJd 
That keeps not faith, nor yet can point a hope 
To good, whereof itself is destitute. 


n, 

Pephaps some needful service of the State 
Drew Titus from the depth of studious bowers, 
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And doomed him to contend in faithless courts^ 
Where gold determines between right and wrong. 
Yet did at length hia loyUty of heart, 

And his pure native genius, lead him back 
5Po wait upon the bright and gracious Muses, 

Whom he had early loved. And not in vain 
Such course he held ! Bologna's learned schools 
.Were gladdened by the Sage’s voice, and liung 
With fondness on those sweet Nestorian strains, 
ffliere pleasure crowned his days; and all his thou^ts 
A roseate fragrance breathed.* — O human life, 

That never art secure from dolorous change ! 

Behold a high injunction suddenly 
To Amo’s side hath brought him, and he charmed 
A Tuscan audience : hut full soon was called 
To the perpetual silence of the grave. 

Mourn, Italy, the loss of him who stood 
A Champion stedfast and invincible, 

To quell the rage of literary War ! 


in, 

i 

Q Thou who movest onward with a mind 
Intent upon thy w'ay, pause, though in haste ! 
’Twill be no fruitless moment. I v^as born 
Within Savona’s walls, of gentle blood. 

On Tiber’s, banks my youth was dedicate 
To sacred studies ; and the Koman Shepherd 
Gave to my charge TJrbino’s numerous dock. 

♦ Ivi vivea glocondo e i Buoi penaieri 
Erauo tutti rc^s. 

Traadator had uot skill to come aearor to his orlgiiiaL 
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Well did I watch, much laboured, nor had povfer 
To escape ih)in many and strange indignities ,; * ^ 

WaA smitten by the great ones of the world, 

But did not fall ; for Virtue braves all shocks, 

Upon herself resting immoveably. 

Me did a kindlier fortune then invite 
To serve the glorious Henry, King of Krance, 

And in his hands I saw a high reward 
’ Stretched out for my acceptance, — but Death came, 
Header, learn from this my fate, how false, 

How treacherous to her promise, is the world; jp, 
And trust in God — to whose eternal doom 
Must bend the sceptred Potentates of earth. 


IV. 

There never breathed a man w^ho, when his life 
Was closing, might not of that life relate 
Toils long and hard, — The warrior will report 
Of wounds, and bright swords flashing in the field, 
And blast of trumpets. He who hath been doomed 
To bow his forehead in the courts of Idngs, 

Will tell of fraud and never-ceasing halo, 

Envy and heart-inquietude, derived 
Erom intricate cabals of treacherous friends. 

I, who on shipboard lived from earliest youth, 

Could represent the countenance horrible 

Of the vexed waters, and the indignant rage 

Of Auster and Bootes. Fifty years 

Over the well-steered galleys did I rule : — * 

From huge Peiorus to the Atlantic pillars, 

Rises no mountain .to mine eyes unknoviTi j 
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And the bro^id gulfa I traversed oft and oft : 

Of every cloud which in the heavens might \r 
I knew the force; and, hence the rough sea\' 
Availed not to my Vessel’s overthrow. 

What noble pomp and frequent have not 1 
On regal decks beheld ! yet in tlie cud 
1 learned that one poor moment can sufEeo 
To equalise the lofty and^the low. 

We sail the sea of life — a Calm One litids. 

And One a Tcmjiest — and, the voyage o’er. 
Death is the quiet liaveu of us all. 

If more of my condition would Icnovv, 

Savona was iriy birth-place, and I sprang 
Of noble parents ; seventy j oars and thr(‘e 
Lived I — then yielded to a slow disease. 


V. 

Tbite is it that Ambrosio Saliiiero 
With an untoward fate was long involved 
In odious litigation ; and full long, 

Tate harder still ! had he to endure assaulls 
Of racking malady. A nd true it is 
That not the less a frank courageous heart 
And buoyant spirit triumphed over pain ; 

And he was strong to follow in the steps 
Of the fair Muses. Not a covert patli 
Leads to the dear Parnas.siaii forest’s shadi% 
That might from him be hidden; not a track 
Mounts to pellucid ‘Hippocrene, but he 
Ilad traced its windings. — This Savona knows, 
Tet no sepulchral honors to her Son 
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She paid, for ia oar age the heart ie ruled 
Only by gold. And now a simple stone 
Inscribed with this tnemonal here is raised 
By his bereft, his lonely, Chiabrera. 

Think not, O Passenger ! who read’st the lines, 
That an exceeding love bath dazzled me ; 

No — he was One whose memory ought to spread 
"Where’er Pormessus bears an honoured name. 

And live as long as its pure stream shall flow. 


VT. 

DnsTiNisn to war from very infancy 
Was I, Roberto Dati, and I took 
In Malta the white symbol of the Cross : 

Nor in life’s vigorous season did I shun 
Hazard or toil ; among the sands was seen 
Of Libya ; and not seldom, on the hanks 
Of wide Hungarian Danube, ’twas my lot 
To hear the sanguinary trumpet sounded. 

So lived I, and repined not at such fate : 

This only grieves me, for it seems a wTOiig, 
That stripped of arms I to my end am brought 
On the soft down of my paternal home. 

Yet haply Arno shall be spared all cause 
To blush for me. Thou, loiter not nor halt 
In thy appointed way, and bear in mind 
Pfow fleeting and ho^v frail is huiuttn ! 


TOL. r. 
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•TII. 

O PSOWES of all that springs from gentle blood, 
And all that generous nurture breeds to make 
Youth amiable ; O friend so true of soul 
T(* fair Aglaia ; by what envy moved, 

Lelius ! has death cut short thy brilliant day 
In its sweet opening ? and what dire mishap 
Has from Savona torn her best delight ? 

Por thee she mourns, nor e’er will cease to mourn ; 
And, should the out-pourings of her eyes suftlcc not 
For her heart’s grief, she will entreat Seboto 
Not to withhold his bounteous aid, 8cboto 
Who saw thee, on his margin, yield to death, 

In the chaste arms of thy beloved Love! 

What profit riches ? what docs youth avail ? 

Dust are our hopes ; — I, weeping bitterly, 

Penned these sad lines, nor can forbear to pray 

That eveiy gentle Spirit hither led 

May read them, not without some bitter tears. 


vin. 

Not without heavy grief of heart did Ho 
Oto whom the duty fell (for at that time 
The father sojourned in a distant land) 

Deposit in the hpllow of this tomb 
A brother’s Child, most tenderly beloved ! 

P aaKOEBCO was the name the Youth had borne, 
PosjEOBOirinsLti his illustrious house ; 

And, when beneath this stone the Corse was laid, 
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The cyey of all Savona streamed with tears. 

Alas ! the twentieth April jof his life 

Had scarcely flowered ; and at this early time. 

By genuine virtue he inspired a hope 
That greatly cheered his country : to his kin 
He promised comfort ; and the flattering thoughtf 
His friends had in their fondness outertaincd,* 

He suffered not to languish or decay. 

N^w is there not good reason to break forth 
Into a passionate lament ? — O Soul ! 

Short while a Pilgrim in our nether world, 

Do thou enjoy the calm empyreal air ; 

And round this earthly tomb let roses rise. 

An everlasting spring ! in memory 
Of that delightful fragrance which was once 
Prom thy mild manners quietly exhaled. 


i\. 

Pause, courteous Spirit ! — Balbi supplicati‘8 
That Thou, with no reluctant voice, for him 
Hero laid in mortal darkness, wouldst prefer 
A prayer to tlie Itcdecmer of the world. 

This to the dead by sacred right belongs ; 

All else is nothing. — ^Did occasion suit * 
To tell his worth, the marble of this tomb 
'\^ould ill suffice : for Plato’s lore sublime. 
And all the wisdom of the Stagyrite, 

Enriched and beautified his studious mind : 

* In Jufitioe to tbo Author. I subjoin the jn-icinal : — 

o degU amici 

Nou Uiioiava Innguirc i bci pensiorL 

p 2 
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Witli ArcliimedeB also lie conversed 
"As with a chosen friend; nor did he leave 
Those laiirest wreaths ungathered which the Nymphs 
Twine near their loved Permessus. — Finally, 

Himself above each lower thought uplifting, 

Iflis cars he closed to listen to the songs 
Which Sion*8 Sings did consecrate of old ; 

Ami his Permessua found on Lebanon. 

A blessed Man ! wbo of protracted days 
Made not, as thousands do, a vulgar sleep ; 

But truly did He live his life. Urbino, 

Take pride in him ! — 0 Passenger, farewell ! 


!• 


If SIS lady was named Caxleton ; she, along with a siator, wa» 
brought up in the neighbourhood of Ambleside. The epitaph, 
a part of it at least, is in the church at Bromsgrote, where she 
resided after her marriage. ] ^ 

Br a blest Husband guided, Marv came 
From nearest kindred, Vernon Ixer new name ; 

She calne, though meek of soul, in seemly pride 
Of happiness and hope, a youthful Bride. 

O dread reverse ! if aught be so, which proves 
^St God will chasten whom he dearly loves. 

Shith bore her up through pains in mercy given, 
And troubles that were each a step to HeaVen : 
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Two Babes ware laid in earth before she died ; 

A third now sltmiberfl at tbo Mothers side; ♦ 
Its Sister-twin survives, whose smiles afford 
A trembling solace to her widowed Lord. 

Beader I if to thy bosom cling the pain 
Of recent sorrow combated in vain ; 

Or if thy cherished grief have failed to thwart 
Time still intent on liis insidious part, 

Lulling the mourner’s best good thoughts asleep^ 
Fufering regrets w^e would, but cannot, keep ; 

Bear with Him — ;judge JETm gently who makes know& 
His bitter loss by this memorial Stone ; 

And pray that in his faithful breast the grace 
Of resignation find a hallowed pldce. 


Ji. 

Six months to six years added he remained 
Upou this sinful earth, by sin unstained : 

O blessed Lord ! whose mercy then removed 
A Child whom every eye that looked on loved 
Support us, teach us calmly to resign 
'What we possessed, and now is wholly thine I 
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III. 

CENOTAPH. 

{See' ** ]^egiac Stanzas. (Addressed to Sir O. H. B., upon the death 
of h'la Sister-in-Law.)**] 

In afTectioBate remcinbrunce of Frances Fcrmor^ whose remains arc 
deposited in the church of Claines, near Worcester, this/Tione 
is erected by her sister, Dame Margaret, wife of Sir George 
Beaumont, Bart., who, feeling not kf^s than tl)o love of a brother 
for the deceased, coniinends this momorial to the carti of lus 
heirs and «uccessor.s in tlie possession of tJiis 


J3y ^aiii altections mien thralled, 

Tliongh resolute when duty called 
To meet the va prides broad eye, 

Pure as the holiest cloistered nun 
That ever feared the tempting sun, 

Did Ferinor live and die. 

This Tablet, hallowed by lier name. 

One heart-relieving tear may claim ; 

But if the ]iensive gloom 
Of fond regret be still thy choice. 

Exalt thy spirit, hear the voire 
Of Jesus fi’oin her tomb ! 

AM THE WAV, THE THUTII, ANH THE LIPEJ 
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IV. 

EPITAPH 

IN THE OITAPSZi-YAED OF LANGDALfi, WESTMOBELAKI^# 

[OwEHliLOTD, the subject of this epitaph, was bom at OldBrathay^ 
near AmblesMo, and was the son of Charles Lloyd and his wife 
Sophia (nee Pemberton), both of Binniugham, who came io 
reside in this part of the country soon alter their marriage. 

*Thcy had many children, both sons and daughters, of wh^m 
the most remarkable was the subject of this ex>itaph. He 
educated under Mr. Hawes, at Ainbleside, Dr. Butler, Af 
Shrewsbury, and lastly at Trinity College, Cambridge, where 
he would liare been greatly distinguished as a scholar but for 
inherited infirmities of bodily constitution, which, from ^rly 
<‘hildhood, affected his mind. His love for the neighbourhood 
in which he \\as born, and his sympatliy with the habits anrt 
characters of the mountain yeomanry, in conjunction with irre- 
gular sidrils, that unfitti'd him for facing duties in situations) 
to which he was una(!castf»med, indiiced him to accept the 
. retired curacy of LangdaJe. How rtuich he was l^loved and 
honoured there, and wdtli m hat feelings he disciinrged his duty 
under the oppression of severe malady, is set forth, though 
jiiiporl'cctly, in the cpibi-ph.] 

By jilayful smiles, (alas ! too oft 
A sad heart’s sunshine) bj a soft 
And gentle nature, and a free 
Yet modest liand of charity, 

Through life was Owen Lloyd endeared 
To young and old ; and how revered 
Had been tliat pious spirit, a tide 
Of liumble mourners testified, 

Wlien, after pains dispensed to prove 
The measure of God’s chastening love, 

Here, brought from far, his corse found rest,-* 
Fulfilment of his own request j — 



XTi^d less for 

Phoxtei With siujb fimd hype the tree; 
r Less for the lo^e of stream ajid 

Lear as they were, than that his Ploch» 
'^ilfheu they oo more their Pastor’s voice 
Ootdd hear to guide them in their choice 
!)l$tougb good and evil, help might havi% 
Admonished, from his silent grave, 

Of righteousness, of sins forgiven, 

Per peace on earth and bliss in heaven. 


V. 

jlplkess to the scholars of the village 

SCHOOL OF 

[Composed at Goslar, in Germany.] 

I OOMS:, ye little noisy Crew, 

STot long your pastime to prevent ; 

I heard the blessing which to you 
Our common Friend and Father sent. 

I kissed his cheek before he died ; 

And when his breath was fled, 

I raised, while kneeling by his side, 

His hand ; — it dropped like lead. 

Your hands, dear Little-onea, do all 
That can be done, wiU never full 
Like his till they are dead. 

By night or day blow foul or fair, 

Ufe’er will the best of all your train 
Play with the locks of his white hair, 

Or ^hd between his* knees again. 
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did h6 mt emiflaM for boiM 
But he could see the vnods and plaint; 

Could hear the wind and zaark the ehowera 
Come streaming down the streaming panes. 
How stretched hcneath his graSB«grcen mound 
rests a prisoner of the ground. 

He loved the breathing air. 

He loved the sun, but if it rise 
Or set, to him where now he lies, 

Brings not a moment’s care. 

Alas ! what idle words ; but take 
The Dirge which for our Master’s sake 
And yours, love prompted me to make. 

The rhymes so homely in attire 
With learned ears may ill agree, 

But chanted by your Orphan Quire 
Will make a touching melody. 

mUGE. 

Mourn, Shepherd, near thy old grey stone ; 
Thou Angler, by the silent flood ; 

And mourn when thou art all alone, 

Thou Woodman, in the distant Avood! 

Thou one blind Sailor, rich in joy 
Though blind, thy tunes in sadness hum ; 

And mourn, thou poor half-witted Boy ! 

Bom deaf, and living deaf and dumb. 

• 

Thou drooping sick Man, bless the Guide 
Who checked or turned thy headstrong youth, 
As he before had sanctified 
Thy infancy with* heavenly 'truth. 
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Yo StripHnga, light of heart and gay. 

Bold settlers on some foreign shore, 

Give, when your thoughts are turned this way, 
A sigli to him whom we deplore. 

For us wiio here in f uneral strain 
With one accord our voices raise, 

Let sorrow overcharged with paiii 
Be lost in thank! liIucss and praise. 

And when our hearts shall feel a sting 
Prom ill wc meet or good we miss, 

May touches of his memory bring 
Pond healing, like a mother’s kiss. 


BY THE SIDE OP THE (JKAVE SOME yL’AIlS APTEIL 

Long time his pulse hath ceased to beat ; 
But benefits, his gift, we trace — 
Expressed in evc'ry eye wc meet 
Bound this dear Yah', Ids native place. 

Id stately Hall and Cottage ruiie 
Plowed from his life what still they hold. 
Light pleasures, every day, renewed ; 

And blessings half a century old. 

Oh true of heart, of spirit gay, 

Thy faults, where not already gone 
Prom memory, prolong their stay 
P*or charity’s sweet sake alone. 
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Such solace find we for our loss ; 

And what beyond this thought we crare 
Comes in the promise from the Gross, 

Shining upon thy happy grare.^ 

1798. 


TT. 

ELEGIAC STANZAS, ^ 

srOOKSTBl^ BT A PlOTtrUB OP PEELK CASTLP, IN A STORM, PAJNTE^ 
BY SIB GSOROE BEAUMONT. 

[Sir George Beaumont painted two pictures of this subject, one of 
which he gave to Mr^^. Wordsworth, saying she ought to have 
it ; but Lady Beaumont interiorHl, and after Sir George’s death 
she gave it to Sir Uvedale I’rirr*, in whose house at Foxley I 
have seen it. j 

1 WAS thy neighbour once, thou rugged Pile ! 

Four summer weeks 1 dwelt in sight of thee ; 

I saw^ thee every day ; and all the while 

Thy Form was sleeping on a glassy sea. 


So pure tlie sky, so quiet was the air ! 

So like, so very like, was day to day I 
Whene’er I looked, thy Image still was there ; 

It trembled, but it never passed away, 

l^ow perfect was the calm ! it seemed no sleep ; 

No mood, which season takes away, or brings : 

I could have fancied that the mighty Deep 
Was even the gentlest of all gentle Things. * 

* See upon the subject of the threo foregoing pieces the Fountain, Ac. 
Ac., page 21G, vol. iv. 
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“■ * ' 

Ah ! if miD^ hud be^n the Famter*B band. 

To express uhat then I saw; and add the gleam^ 
®ie light that never^-was, on sea or land, 

The consecratioB, and the Poet’s dream ; 

I would have planted thee, thou hoary Pile 
Ahlid a world how diderent from this ! 

Bwde a sea that could not cease to smile ; • 

On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss. ^ 

Thou shouldst hare seeiiKid a treasure-house divine 
Of peacel'ul years ; a chronicle of heaven ; — 

Of all the sunbeams that did ever shine 
The very sweetest had to thee been given. 

A Picture had it been of lasting ease, 

PSysian quiet, without toil or strile ; 

No motion but the moving tide, a breeze. 

Or merely silent Nature’s breathing life. 

Stidb, in the fond illusion of my heart, 

Such Picture would 1 at that time have made r 
And seen the soul oi‘ truth in every part, 

A stedfast peace that might not be betrayed. 

So once it would have been, — ’tis so no more ; 

J have submitted to a new control : 

A power is gone, which nothing can restore ; 

A deep distress hath humanised my Soul. 

Ndt for a moment could I now behold 
A smiling sea, and be what I have been; 

The feeling of my loss will ne’er be old ; 

This, which I know, I speak with mind serene. 
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mben^ iPHe&dl wlio vrovilA havd been tibe 

Friend^ 

If be bad lived, of Him whom 1 deplore, 

This work of thine I blame not, but commend i; 

. This sea in anger, and that dismal shore. 

0 ’tis a passionate Work ! — jot wise and well, 

Well chosen is the spirit that is here ; 

That JIulk which labours in the deadly swell, 

This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear ! ^ 

And this huge Castle, standing here sublime, 

1 love to see the look with which it braves, 

Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time, 

The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves.. 

Farewell, farewell the heart timt lives alone, 

Housed in a dream, at distance from the Kind ! 

Such happiness, wherever it be known, 

Is to be pitied ; for Mis surely blind. 

But welcome fortitude, and patient cheer, 

And frequent sights of w’hat is to be borne ! 

Such sights, or worse, as are before me hcre.~^ 

Not without hope wc suffer and wc mourn. 


ms. 
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TO THE DAISY. 

tSwEET Plower ! belike one day to bavD 
A place upon tby Poet’s grave, 

I welcome thee once more : 

But lie, who Avas on land, at sea, 

My Brother, too, in loving thee, 

Although he loved more silentl)', 

Sleeps by his native shore. 

Ah ! hopeful, ho])eful was the da\ 

When to that Ship he bent his way, 

To govern and to guide : 

His wish was gained : a little time 
Would bring him back in manhood’s prune 
And free for life, these hills to climb ; 
"With all his wants supplied. 

And full of liope day followed day 
While that stout Ship at anchor lay 
Beside the shores of Wight ; 

The May had tlien made all things green ; 
And, floating there, in pomp serene, 

That Ship was goodly to be seen, 

His pride and his delight ! 

Yet then, when called asliore, he sought 
The tender peace of rurarthought : 
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In more than happy mood 

To your abodes, bright daisy Flowers ! 

He then would steal at lei^e hours, 

And loved you glittering in your bowers 
A starry multitude. 

But hark the word ! — tlic sliip is gone 
Beturns from her long eom-so : — ^aaon 
Sgts sail : — in season due, 

Once more on English earth they stand; 

But, when a third time I'rom the land ^ 

They parted, sorrow was at hand 
Por Him and for liia crew. 

Ill-fated A'cssel! — ghastly shock! 

— At length delivered from the rock, 

The deep she hath regained ; 

And through the stormy night they stoer j 
Labouriug for life, in liopo and fear, 

To reach a safer shore — how hear, 

Yet not to ho attained 1 

** Silence ! tlie brave Commander cried : 

To that calm word a shriek replied, 

It was the last death-shriek. 

— ^A few (my soul oft sees that sight) 

Survive upon the tall mast’s height ; 

But one clear remnant of the night — 

For Him in vain I seek. 

Six weeks bcneatli the moving sea 
He in slumber quietly ’; 
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tTnfoii^d hy wind or wave 
To quit tbe Ship for whicli be died^ 

(All elaiius of duty satisfied ;) 

JLod €bere tbey found him at her side ; 

And bore him to the grave. 

Vain service ! jet not vainly done 
Por this, if other end were none. 

That He, who liad been cast 
XJpoTi a way of life unmeet 
For such a gentle Soul and sweet. 

Should find an undisturbed retreat 
Near what he loved, at last — 

That neighbourhood of grove tmd field 
To Him a resting-place should yield, 

A meek man and a brave ! 

The birds shall sing and ocean make 
A mournful murmur for his sake ; 

And Thou, sweet Flower, shalt sleep and wake 
Upon his senseless grave. 
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' VIII. 

ELEGIAC YEESES, 

JX MEMOtlV OF MY BBOTHER, JOHN WOtlBSWOBUn, 

COtfaCANDER OW THE E I. COMPAW'S SHIP TirB KATIT. OF ADFROAVEKNV, tK 
WHTOH BS BT OALAMITOtTS SUIPWBBOR, 7BB. 67^ 180&. 

Composed near the Mountain track, that leads from Grasmere 
through Grisdale Hawes, where it descends towards Fat^- 
dalc. 

[ “ Hero did we stop; and hero looked lound. 

Wlulo eaob into himsoh doscends." 

The point is two or three yards below the outlet of GrisdaJe 
tarn on a foot-road by wdiich a horbc may i>asH to Faterdale-— a 
1 idgo of ITolvollyn on the left, and the summit of Fairfield on 
the right.] 

I. 

Till] Slicep-ljoy whistled loud, and lo ! 

That instanl , startled by tlio shock, 

TJie Buzzard mounted from the rock 
Deliberate and slow : 

Lord of the air, he took his flight ; 

Oh ! could he on that woeful night 
Have lent his wing, my Brother dear, 

For one poor moment’s space to Thee, 

And all who struggled with the Sea, 

When safety was so near. 


ii« 

Tims in the weakness of my heart 
I spoke (but let that pang be still) 
YIThen rising from the rock at will, 
I saw the Bird depart, 
von. V. 


a 



' And ief} me ealmly bless the Power 

meets me m^thls unknown Plowen 
Affecting ty|»e of him I mourn 1 
With cslmnesB suffer and bdieve, 

Apd grieve, and know that I must grieve, 

Iffot cheerless, though forlorn, 
ni. 

Here did we stop ; and here looked round 
While each into himself descends, 

For ihai last thought of parting Friends 
That is not to bo found. 

Hidden W'as Gnu^inere Vale from sight, 

Our home and Ins, his heart's delight, 

Ilis quiet lieart’s selected liome. 

But time before lam melts away, 

And he hath fc'cling of a day 
Of blessedness to come. 

IV. 

Full soon in soito%v did I weep, 

!yaught that the mutual hope was dust, 
lu sorrow^ but for higher trust, 

How miserably deep ! 

All vanished in a single word, 

A breath, a feound, and scarcely heard i 
Beo^Slnp — drow ned — Sliipw reck — so it came, 
The meek, the bra\ e, the good, was gone ; 

He who had been our living John 
Was nothing but a name. 

V. 

That was in deed a parting! oh. 

Glad am I, glad that it is past ; 

For there \vere some on whom it cast 
ITnutterable woe. 
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But as as I have gains 

many a humble source, to paius 
I^ike these, there comes n mild release ; 

Even here I feel it, even this Flaut 
Is in its beauty ministrant 
To comfort and to peace, . 

VI. 

’ He would have loved thy modest grace, 

^Meok Elower ! To Him T would have said. 

It grows upon its native bed 
Beside our Parting-j)lace ; 

There, cleaving to the ground, it lies 
With multitude of purple eyes. 

Spangling a cushion green like moss ; 

Bui we will see it, joyful tide ! 

Some day, to see it in its pride, 

The mountain will we cross.” 

VII, 

— Brother and friend, if verso of min(‘ 

Have power to make thy virtues kno^n, 

Here let a monumental Stone 
Stand — sacred as a Shrine ; 

And to the few \sho pass this way, 

Traveller or Slieplierd, let it say, 
liong as tliesc mighty rocks endure, — 

Oh do not Thou too fondly brood, 

Although deserving of all good, 

# On any earthly hope, however pure* ! 

1805, 

The plant alluded to is the M 09 S Campion (Silene acaulia, of liuneeti^) 
ieo note at the end of tho rolume. 

Soo lamoQg tha Pooma ou the “ Naming Placos,” No. vi,, vol. i. p, 
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SONNET. 

"Winr should we weep or mourn, Angelic boy, 

E'er such tbou wert ere from our sight remoTed,‘ 
floly, and ever dutiful — beloved c 

Prom day to day with never-ceasing joy, 

And hopes as dear as could tho heart employ 
In aught to earth pertaining ? Death has proved 
His might, nor leas his mercy, as behoved — 

Death conscious that he only could destroy 
The bodily frame. That beauty is laid low 
To moulder in a far-olT field of Koine ; 

But Heaven is now, blest Child, thy Spirit's home : 
When such divine communion, which we know, 

Xm felt, thy Roman-burial place will be 
Surely a sweet remembrancer of Thee. 

1846. 


X. 

LINES 

Coimpoiidd at Grasmere, during a wnlk one Evening, after a stormj 
day, the Author having just read in a Newspaper that the 
di^lution of Mr. Fox was hourly expected. 

Dotrn 23 the Vale ! the Voice is up 
' With which sho speaks when storms are gone, 

A mighty unison of streams ! 

Of all her Voices, One ! 







liotid is ilie Vale tMs inland Bepth 
In peace is roaring like tke Sea ; 

Ton star upon the mouiii»ki4op 
Is listemng quietly. 

Sad was I, even to pain dcprost, 
Importunate and heavy load * I 
* Hio Comforter liath found me here. 
Upon this lonely road ; 

% 

And many thousands now are sad — 
Wait the fulfilment of their fear ; 

For he must die ’who is their stay, 

Their glory disappear. 

A Power is passing from the earth 
To breathless Nature’s dark abyss; 

Put when the great and good depart 
What is it more than this — 

That Man, who is from God sent forth. 
Both yet again to God return ? — 

Such ebb and How must over he, 

Then wherefore should w o nioum ? 


** Impoxtona o grave aabnu. 

MiCUAtL Ancbi t> 
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XX 

INVOCATION TO THE EARTH. 

, PlESRUABy, 1816, 

: fl/OitVOW immediately after the “Thanksgiving Ode,” to which it 
^ may he considered as a second part.] 

I. 

“ E^ist, rest, pei*turbe(l Earth ! 

O rest, thou doleful Mother of Mankind ! ” 

A Spirit sang in tones more plaintive than the 'wind ; 

" TVom regions where no evil thing has birth 
I eome — thj stains to wash away, 

Thy cherished fetters to unbind, 

And open thy sad eyes upon a milder day. 

The Heavens are thronged with martyrs that have risen 
From out thy noisome prison ; 

The penal caverns groan 
With tens of thousands rent from off the tree 
Of hopeful life, — by battle’s whirlwind blown 
Into the deserts of Eternity. 

Pnpitied havoc ! Yictims iinlamented ! 

But not on high, here maduess is resented, 

And murder causes homo sad teais to flow, 

Though, from the widely-sweeping blow, 

®bo choirs of Angels spread, triumphantly augmented. 

IT. 

False Parent of Mankind ! 

Obdurate, proud, and blind, 

1 eprinkle thee with soft celestial dews, 

Tfay losti maternal heart to re- infuse ! 
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Sxmtiemig this fei^fetcBed laoisiwe from my wliign 

tJpoXL ihe not a blesafrtg 1 implore^ 

Of wbicli the rivors in their secret springs, 

IJho rirers stained so oft with human gore, 

Are conscious may the like return no more ! 

May Discord — for a Seraph’s care 
Shall be attended with a bolder prayer — 

T^y she, wbo onco disturbed the seats of bliss 
These mortal spheres above, 

Be Aained for ever to the black abyss ! 

And thou, O rescued Earth, by peace and love, 

And merciful desires, thy sanctity approve I” 

The Spirit ended his mysterious nte, 

And the pure vision closed in darkness infinite* 


Ml. 

l\m:^ 

fraiTTBN 051 A BLANK LEir IN A fOPf OP TflB AVTEOR'S tSSSE 
“UHB EVOtrjWION,’' LION HLAHl.NO OP THE BEASU Of tlClii 
LATE VICAK uP KENDAL. 

To public notice, i\ith reluctance strong, 

Did I deliver this unfinished Song ; 

Yet for one happy issue ; — and I look 
With self-congralulation on the Book 
Which pious, learned, Mubfitt saw and read; — 
Upen my thoughts his saintly Spirit fed ; 

He conned the new-born Lay with grateful heart — 
Eoreboding not how soon he must depart ; ^ 

Unweeting that to him the joy was given 
Which good men take with them from earth to heavenu 





'V . xxn* 

; , ELEOIAC STANZAS, 

TO 6IE 0. H. B. OPOB THE BEITU OF HIS 6XSTER*lir*ULW.) 

1824. 

MItb. IfoTDOLor, Tliis Wy had heoa a widow long before I knew her» 
Jjer hueband was of the family of the lady celebrated in the 
^^l^peof the Lock,” and was, I believe, a Koman Catholi<^ The 
sorrow which his death caused her v-as fearful in its character 
' ao described in this poem, bub was subdued in course of time 
by the istrength of her religious faith. I have been, for many 
weeks at a time, an inmate with her at Coloortot) Hall, as were 
aloe Mrs. Wordsworih and my Sister, The truth in the sketch 
of her character here given was acknowledged with gratitude 
by her nearest relatives. She was eloquent in conversation, 
energetic upoii public matters, open in ro.spect to those, but slow 
to communicate her ptjreonal feelings ; upon these she never 
touched in her intercourse with me, so that I could not regard 
myself as her confidential friend, and was accordingly surprised 
wW I learnt she had left me a legacy of £100, as a token of 
Her esteem. See, in further illa.stration the second stanza 
, inaoribed upon her Cenotai>h in Coleortou chmchj 

O FOR a dirge ! But wliy complain ? 

Ask rather a triumphal straiu 
Wlien Febmou’s race is ruu ; 

A garland of immortal boughs 
To twine around the Christian’s brows, 

Whose glorious work is done. 

We pay a high and holy debt ; 

Ko tears of passionate regret 
Shall stain this votive lay ; 

Dl-worthy, Beaumont ! were the grief 
That flings itself on wild relief 
When Saints have^passed away. 
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Sftd doom, Sortow’e fehrine to inoei, 

Jcot covetous io feel, 

And impotent to bear ! 

Such once vras hers — ^to think and think 
On severed love, and only sink 
ITrom anguish to despair ! 

But nature to its inmost part 
Faith had refined ; and to her heart 
-^peaceful cradle given: 

Calm as the dew-drop’s, free to rest 
Within a breeze-fanned rose’s breast 
Till it exhales to Heaven, 

Was ever Spirit that could bend 
So graciously? — that could descent!, 
Another’s need to suit, 

So promptly from her lofty tlironc ? — 

In works of love, in these alone, 

How restless, how minute I 

Pale was her Ime ; yet mortal cheek 
Ne’er kindled with a livelier streak 
When aught had suffered wrong, — 

When aught that breathes had felt a wound 
Such look the Oppressor might confound, 
However proud and strong. 

But hushed be every thought tliat spring ■» 
F^’om out the bitterness of things j 
Her quiet is secure ; 

No thorns can pierce her tender feet, 

Whose life was, like the violet, sweet, 

As climbing jasmihe, pure — 
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Or lilj having mih tlx© ware 
!r!hat feeds it and defends; 

As Vesper, ©re the star hath kissed 
The mountain top, or breathed the mist 
That from the vale ascends. 

Thou takest not auray, 0 Deat}> ! 

Thou strikcst — absence peribheth, 
Indiflerenee is no more ; 

The future brif^jlitens on our sight ; 

For on the past Imth fallen a light 
That tempts us to adore. 


XIV, 

ELEGIAC I^IURINGS 

; JW (JEOUKUS Or COLPOETON HALL, THE f-EAT OP THE LATE 
, , sm O. n. BLAOMUNT, BAKT. 

JTliteSiii Tcrsca vtic in jmrt cojupo'^ed on liorseback during a Htorni, 
‘ while I was qh my way from Ooleorton to Cambridge : they are 
alluded to elsewhere.] 

la these grounds stands the Tarisli Clmroh, wherein is a iDural 
rttOHUiuent bearing an Jn.^ciipiion which, io deference to the 
' OMnest request of* the deceased, is confined to name, dates, and 
these words; — ‘Enter not into juugmont wdth thy servaiit, 
OhoBi)!’ 

With copious eulogy in prose or rhyme 
dr^veu ou the tomb we struggle against Time, 

Alifif^ how feebly ! but our feelings rise 
r. And still -we struggle when a good man dies : 

Srteh o^Seritxg BEAUMOif'r dreaded and forbade, 

A spirit meek in eelf-abasement*clad. 
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Tet E-t least— ‘though few hare numbered days 

That Bl^unnod so modestly the light of praise— 

His graceful manners, and the temperate ray 
Of that arch fancy which would round him play, 
Brightening a converse never known to swerve 
Prom courtesy and delicate reserve ; 

That sense, the blaud philosophy of life, 

Which checked discussion ere it warmed to strife— 
Tlxo^ rare accomplishments, and varied powers, 
Might have their record among s^dvaii bowers* 

Oh, fled for ever! vanished like a blast 

That shook the leaves in myriads ns it pasafed ; — 

Gone from this world of earth, aii*, 8(‘a, aud sky, 
all its spirit-moving imagery, 

Tnt(*iusely studied villi a painter’s eye, 

A poet’s heart ; aud, for congenial a lew, 

Portrayed with happiest pemnl, not untrue 
To common recognitions vhilo the line 
Plowed in a course of sympathy divine ; — 

Oh! severed, too abruptly, from delights 
That all the BCUbons shared villi ec^ual rights , — 

Bapt in the grace of undismantled age, 

Prom soul-felt music, and the tn‘asurod page 
Lit by that evening lamp which lo\od to shed 
Its mellow lustre round thy honoured head; 

While Friends beheld tliec give vitli eye, voice, mien, 
More than theatric force to Sliakspcarc’s scene; — 

If tbpu hast heard me — if thy Spirit know 

Aught of these bowers and v lienee their pleasures flow ; 

If things in our remembrance held so dear, 

And thoughts and projects fondly cherished here, i 

To thy e^ialted nature only seem 

Time’s vanities, light fragments of earth’s dream— 
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JLebuke us not 1 — ^The mandate is obeyed 
'taiat said, “ Let praise bp mute where 1 am laid 
The holier deprecation, given in trust 
To the cold marble, waits upon thy dust ; 

Xe*’ have "we found how slowly genuine gnef 
X'om sUent admiration wins relief. 

Too long abashed thy Name la like a rose 
That doth * within itself its sweetness close 
A drooping diiisy changed into a cup 
In which her bright-eyed beauty is shut up. 

Withiu these groves, where still arc flitting bv' 
Shades of the Past, oft noticed with a sigh, 

Sb^^li stand a votive Tablet, haply free, 

When towers and tenijdos fall, to speak of Tht‘o * 

If sculpimed einhlem'^ of our mortal doom 
Beeal not there the w isdom of the Tomb, 

Green ivy risen from out the cheerful earth. 

Will fringe the lettt*red stone; and herbs spring f )rth 
'Whose iragrauce, by soft dew s and ram unbound, 
Khali ponetrato the heart without a wound; 

While truth and lo^o their purposes fulfil, 
Commemorating genius, talent, skd), 

That could not he coneealed w Jiere 'l^hou wert known 
Thy virtues He must judge, and lie ahme, 

The God upon whoso mercy they are thrown. 

^0A . 1S30- 
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XV. 

WRITTEN AFTER THE DEATH OF 
CHARLES LAMB. 

Light will bo throviji npon the tiapi(' riroumsiauco ulliided to i» 
this poem when, after the death of CliarloB LairtVst Siftier, hi« 
biographer, Mr. Sergeant Talfourd, Bhall be at liberty to relato 
^rticulais 'vvlujdi coalJ not, at the time his Memoir 
written, be given to the public. Mary Lamb was ten yenp 
older than her brother, and has survived Iiim as lung a tintb. 
Were I to give way to my own feelings, T should dwell not only 
on her genius and intelleetual powr< rs, I iit upon the tlolloaey 
and refinonnuit t)f manner which she maintained inviolablw 
under most trying elreumstanees She w .is 1 ov<k1 and honoured 
by all her brother’s friends ; and ollnrs, some of them strange 
characters, wdioui his plnlnnthro]>Ic poeuliaiities bidueed him 
to couutenapoe. The ilealli ol C Lamb liiinself was donbtlm 
hastened by his sorrow for tint of Coleridge, to whom he had 
been attached fiom the limt of their kdiig B'’iiool-followB at 
Christ’s Hospital. Lairih w is a good Latin «<‘holar, and pro- 
bably would have gone to lulhge ui)oii ouc of the school 
foundations hut fo* tin* iinj>edimcnt in his speech. Had such 
been hist lot, he would most likily have been preserved from the 
iiKluIgenoes of S)ciil liumouiR and fancies which were often 
injurious to himsell, and causcb of severe regret t<o his friend^* 
without really benefiting the object (d i ' mnappliisl kindness*] 

To a good Man ofmo.st dear iiiL-iiion 
This Stone is sacred. Here he lies apart 
Prom the great city where ho first drew breath, 

Was reared and taught ; and humbly earned bis bread. 
To the strict labours of the merchant’s desk 
By duty chained. Not seldom did those tasks 
Tease, and the thought of time so spent depress, 

His spirit, but tlic recompeiH^e was liigb ; 

Pirm Independence, Bounty’s rightful sire ; 
Affections, warm as sunshine, fre(3 as atr ; 
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MxA the pifedous to ui« of Hsiire came, 
^Knowledge and wisdom^ gamed from converse sweet 
With hoots, or while he ranged the crowded streets 
With a keen eye, and overflowing heart : 

6o genins triumphed over seeming wrong, 

And, poured out truth in works by thoughtful love 
Inspired'-^works potent over smiles and tears. 

And as round mountain-tops the lightning plays, ’ 
®iu8 innocently sported, breaking forth 
vAs from a cloud of some grave sympathy, 

Humour and wild instinctive wit, and all 
The vivid flashes of his spoken words. 

From the most gentle creature nursed in fields 
Had been derived the name he bore — a name, 
Wherever CJiristian altars have been raised, 
Hallow^ed to meekness and to innocence ; 

And if in him meekness at titiies gave way, 

Provoked out of herself by troubles strange, 

Jtsmy and strange, that hung about his life ; 

Still, at the centre of his being, lodged 
A soul by resignation sanctified: 

And if too often, self-reproached, he felt 
That innocence belongs not to our kindj 
A power that never ceased to abide in him, 

Charity, ’mid the mukitude of sins 

That she can cover, left not his exposed 

To an unforgiving judgment from just Heaven. 

O, he was good, if e’er a good Man lived ! 

* * ♦ ♦ 

From a reflecting mind and sorrowing heart 
Those simple lines flowed with an earnest wish, 
Though hut a doubting hope, that they might serve 
Fitly to guard the precious dust of him 
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Wboee virtues called them forth. That aim is lQqi$jaMi j 
Por much that trutli most urgently required ^ 

Had from a faltering pen been asked in vain : 

Yet, haply, on the printed page received, 

The imperfect record, there, may stand unblamed 
As long as verse of mine shall breathe the air 
Of memory, or see the light of love. 

Thou ivert a scorncr of the fields, my Pilend, 

But t^ore in show than truth ; and from the fields, 
And from the mountains, to thy rural grave 
Transported, my soothed spirit hovers o!er ^ 

Its green untrodden turf, and blowing flowers ; 

And taking up a voice shall speak (tho* still 
Awed by the theme’s peculiar sauctity * 

Which words less free presumed not even to touch) 

Oi‘ that fraternal love, whose h(‘aven-lit lamp 
From infancy, through manhood, to the last 
Of threescore years, and io thy latest hour, 

Burnt on with ever-strengthening light, enshrined 
Within tliy bosom. 

‘Wonderful’ hath been 
Tlie love established betw een man and man, 

‘ Passing tho love of women and between 
Man and his help-mate in fast w'cdlock joined 
Through God, is raised a spii-it and soul of love 
WithoJit whose blissful influence Paradise 
Had been no Paradise ; and earth wx'ro now 
A wastp where creatures bearing human form. 

Direst of savage beasts, would roam in fear, 

Joyless and comfortless. Our days glide on ; 

And let him grieve w'ho cannot choose but grieve 
That he hath been an without his Vine, 

And her bright dower of clustering charities. 
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round his trunk and branches, might have clung 
Enriching and adorning. Unto thee, 

Not so enriched, not so adorned, to thee 
Was given (say rather, thou of later birth 
Wert given to her) a Sister — His a word 
Timidly uttered, for slio Uves^ the meek. 

The self-restraining, and the cver-kind ; 

In whom thy reason and intelligent heart 
h'onnd — for all interests, hopes, and tender enr^s, 

All softening, humanising, hallowing powers, 

Wlmther withheld, or for her sake unsought— 

More than sufficient recompcnce ! 

Her love 

(What* weakness prompts the voice to tell it hero ?) 
Was as the love of mothers ; and when yt‘nrs. 

Lifting the boy to man’s estate, had called 
The long-protected to assume the part 
Of a protector, the fu'st hlial tic 
Was undissolved ; and, in or oat of sight, 

Bemained imperishahly iiiterw'ovcn 

With life itself. Thus, ’mid a shifting world, 

Did they together testify of time 

And season’s difference — a double tree 

With tw^o collateral stems sprang from one root ; 

Sue,h were they — sucli thro’ life they 1:11^ Jit liave been 
In union, in partition only such ; 

, Otherwise wrought the will the Most High; 

thro’ all visitations and all trials, • 

Still they -were faithful; like two vessels launched 
From the same beach one ocean to oxploi*e 
With mutual help, and sailing— to their league 
True, as inexorable winds, or bars 
Floating or fixed of polar ice, allow. 
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But turn we rather, let my spirit turn 
With thine, O silent and invisible Friend ! 

To those dear intervals, nor rare nor brief, 

When reunited, and by choice withdrawn 
From miscellaneous converse, ye were taught 
That the remembrance of foregone distress, 

And the worse fear of future ill (which oft 
Doth hang around it, as a sickly child 
Upon its mother) may be both alike 
Disarmed of power to unsettle present good 
So prized, and things inward and outward held 
In such an even balance, that the heart 
Acknowledges God's grace, his mercy feels. 

And in its depth of gratitude is stilL 

O gift divine of quiet sequestration ! 

The hermit, exercised in prayer and praise, 

.A nd feeding daily on the hope of heaven, 

• Is happy in his vow, and fondly cleaves 
^ To life-long singleness ; hut happier far 
AVas to your souls, ai\d, to the thoughts of others, 

A thousand times more beautiful appeared, 

Your dual loneliness. The sacr(?d tie 
Is broken ; yet why grieve ? for Time but holds 
Ilis moiety in trust, till Joy shall lead 
To the bleat world where parting is unknown. 

1835. 
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XTT. 

EXTEMrORE EFEUSIOK lirON THE DEATH OF 
JAMES HOOG. 

[These verses were written extempore, immediately after ^adinfr a 
notice of the Ettrick Shej^herd’s death, iu the Newcastle paper, 
to the Editor of which T sent a copy for publication. The 
persons lamented in these verses weieall either of ray friends or 
acquaintance. In Lockhart’s lilo of Bir Walter Scott, an 
account is preti td' my first raecling with him in 1^03. How 
the Ettrick Shepherd and 1 Ixcame known to each other 
Las already hceu rneutioned in these notes. He was un- 
doubtedly a man of original genius, but of coarse manners and 
low and ofienfd\o opinions. Of Colcridgt' and Lamb I need 
not speak here Crabbo I have mot in L)ndoii at Mr. Rogers’s, 
but more frequently and favounihly at Mr. Hoare’s upon 
Hamp.stefid Heath, Every 'Spring iie used to pay that family | 
a visit of some length, ami was ii)»on terms of intimate friend- 1 
ship -with Mrs. Iluarc, and still more with her daughter-in-law, 
who has a lai'ge collection of his letters addressed to hei'sclf. 
After the Pool’s dpcease, application was made to her to gi\o 
up these letters to his biographer, that they, or at least pa.rt of 
them, Tiiig’ut be given to the public. She hesitated to comply, 
and asked my oi»inion on the subjoci. “By no means,” was 
my answer, grounded not upim any oiqectiou there might be to 
publishing a selection from these letters, but fiom an avoi*iiion 
I have always felt to ineel idle curiobity b,y calling back the 
recently departed to become the object ot trivial and familiar 
gossip. Crabbe obviou.sly for the most part prefeiTed the 
company of women to that of n-en, for this among other 
reasons, that he did not like to be put upon the stretch in 
general conversation : accordingly in miscellaneous 6,''cioty his 
talk was so much below what might have been expected from 
a man so deservedly celebrated^ tliat to me it seemed trifling. 

It must upon other occasions have been of a different character, 
as I found in our rambles together on Hampstead Heath, and 
not so much from a rpadiness to communicate his knowledge of 
life and manners as of natural history in all its branches. Bis | 
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mind was in^isitivc, and he seems to have taken refuge 
from the remembrance of the distresses he had gone throng]^ 
in these studies and the employments to which they led* 
Moreover, such contemplations might tend profitaldy to counter* 
balance the painful truths which he had collected from his 
intercourse with mankind. Had X been more intimate with 
him, I should have ventured to touch upon his office as a 
minister of the Gospid, and how far his heart and Soul were in 
it so as to make him a zeafous and diligent labourer ; in 
poetry, though he wrote much as we all know, he assuredly 
Vas not SO. I happened once to speak of pains as necessary to 
produce merit of a certain kind which I highly valticd : his 
observation was — ^‘It is not worth while.’* You are iiuite 
right, tb ought 1, if the labour encroaches upon the time duo to 
teach truth as a steward of the mystorics of God : if there be 
cause i.o fear write less : but, if yioeiry is to he produced ' 
at all, make what you do produce as gnod as you can. 
Mr. licjgeis once told me that lie expressed his regret to 
Ci*abbo that he wrote m his later works bo much less correctly 
than in his earlier. ‘Yes,” replied he, ‘*but then I had a 
repiital-ion to make ; now I cfin afford to rela.^.*' Whether it 
was from a inoUost estimate of his own quaiih cations, or from 
causes less crcdhalile, Jiis motives for writlui: verge and his 
hopes and aims were not so high as is to be ilesirod. After 
being silent tor more than twenty years, he again applied 
himself to i>octry, up'Ti the spur of applause he received from 
the jKiriodical publications of the day, as he himself tells us in 
one of his prefaces. Is it not he lamented that a man who 
vviijs fli) conversant v\ itb permanent truth, and whose writings 
are so valuable an acquisition to our country’s litcratnri^ 
should have r€(/i(ire<l an impulse from sucii .a quarter 
Mrs. Heinans was unfortunate as a poetess in being obliged by 
circumstances to write for money, and that so fnaiuenily and 
so much, that she was compelled to look out for subjects 
wherever she could tind them, and to write as expeditiously as 
possible. As a woman, she was to a considerable degree a 
spoilt child of the world. She had been eaily in life dis- 
tinguished for talent, and poenws of hers were published while 
she was a girl. She had also been handsome in her youth, but 
her education hn<l been most unfortunate. She was totally 
ignorant of housewifery, and could as easily have managed the 
gpear of Minerva as her needle. It was from observing these 
deficiencies, that, one day while she w'as under my roof, J 
pw'poseiy directed her attention to household economy, and 
told her I had purchased Scahs whioli I intended to present 
to a young lady as a wedding present ; pointed oat their utility 

H 2 
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{for her especial benefit) anti said that no in unage ought to be 
without them, Mrs. Hemans, not in the least suspecting iny 
drift, reported this saying, fti a letter to a friend at the time, 
as a proof of my .simplicity. Being disposed to make large 
allowances fur the faults of her education and the circumstances 
in which she was placed, I felt most kindly disposed towards 
her, and took her pail upon all occasions, and I was not a little 
affected by learning that after she withdrew to Ireland, a long 
a^id severe siokneus raised her spirit as it depressed her body, 
’^'his I heard from her most intimate friends, and there is 
.driking evid(3nce of it in a ].>oein written and published not* 
before her death. These notices of Mrs. Ilemans would 
be very unsatisfaebiry to lier mtimate friends, as indeed ^ley 
are to myself, not- so much for w’hat is said, but what for 
brevity’s sake is left unsaid. Let it ludHco to add, there was 
much sympathy between us, and, if opportunity had been 
allowed luo to see more of her, 1 should have loved and valued 
her accordingly ; as it is, I romembor her with true atfeeiioii 
fur her amiable (iiialities, au<l, abovr all, for iier ddnute and 
irreproachable conduct during her long sejiaratiun from an 
unfeeling husband, whom she had been led lo many from tlie 
romantic notions of inaxperienced yunih. Ui)on this Jiusband 
I never heard her (^ast the least re]>toach, nor did I ever hear 
her even name him, tlutugb she did not wholly fiu'bear to 
touch upon her domestic position ; but never so as that any 
iault could be found with her maimer of adverting to it.] 

"When first, doscondiug from llic moorlands, 

T saw the Stream of Yarrow glide 
Along a bare and open valley, 

The Ettrick Sieplierd was my guide. 

Wlien last along its banks T wandered, 

Through gro\t*s that had be'giui to slied 
Their golden leaves upon the pathwaj^s, 

My steps the Eorder-minstrel led. 

The mighty Minstrel breathes no longer, 

Mid mouldering ruins low he lies ; 

A nd death upou the braes of Yarrow, 

Has closed the Shepherd-poet’s eyes ; 



EPITAPHS AND EI^BGIAC PIECES. 101 

Nor Las the rolling year twice measured, 

From sign to sign, its stedfast course, 

Since every mortal poweV of Coleridge 
Was frozen at its marvellous source ; 

The rapt One, of the godlike forehead, 

The heaven-eyed creature sleeps in earth : 

And Lamb, tlie frolic and tlie gentle, 

Has vanished from his lonely hearth. 

Like clouds that rake the mountain-summits, , 
Or waves that own no curbing hand, 

How fast lias brother followed brother, 

From sunshine to the sunless land ! 

Yet I, whose lids from infant slimibor 
Were earlier raised, remain to hear 
A timid voice, that asks in whispers, 

AVho next ^\iU drop and disappear?'* 

Our haughty life is crowned with darkness, 

Like Ijondon with its own black wreatli, 

On wliich Avith thee, O Crabhe ! forth -looking, 

I gazed from Hampstead’s breezy heath. 

As if hut yesterday departed, 

Thou too art gone before ; hut avIi}", 

O’er ripe fruit, seasonably gathered, 

^ Should frail survivors heave a sigh ? 

Mourn rather for that holy Spirit, 

Sweet as the spring, as ocean deep ; 

For Her who, ere her summer faded, 

Has sunk into* a breathless sleep. 
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No iQore of old romantic sorrows, 

Por fiiaughtered Toutli or love-lorn Maid ! 

With sharper gricris Yarrow smitten, 

And Ebtrick mourns with her their Poet dead** 

Nov. 1835. 


XVII. 

INSCPIPTION 

fO» A MOKUMfiNT IN CfiOSTIlWAITE CllUKCH, IN TUB VALK OB 
KESWICK. 

Ye vales .and hills whose beauty hither 
The poet’s steps, and fixed him Iiere, on you, 

His eyes have closed! And ye, loved books, no more 
Shall Southey feed upon your precious lore, 

To works that ne’er shall forfeit tlieir renown, 
Adding immortal labours of his own — 

Whether he traced historic truth, with zeal 
Por the State’s guidance, or the Church’s weal. 

Or Fancy, disciplined by studious art, 

Ir^ornied his pen, or wisdom of the htjart, 

Or judgments sanctioned in the Patriot’s mind 
By reverence for the rights of all mankind. 

Wide were his aims, yot in no human breast 
Could private feelings meet for holier rest. 

His joys, his griefs, have vanished like a cloud 
From Skiddaw’s top ; but lu. to heaven was vowed 
Through his industrious life, and Cliristiaii faith 
Calmed in his soul the fear of change and death. 


Sec ^‘oto. 
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lOTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY FROM RECOLLECTIONS 
OP EARLY CHILDHOOD. 


[This was composed during my residence at Towncnd, Grasmere# 
Two years at least pasyed between tbe writing of the fonr first 
stanzas and the remaining part. To the attentive and 
petent reader tbe whole sulHciently explains itself ; but there 
may he no barm in advci*ting here to particular feelings or 
eaypcrienccs of roy own mind on which tbe structure of tbe 
poem partly rests. Nothing was more difficult for me in 
cbildbood than to admit the notion of death as a state oppli- 
cable to my own being. I have .’?uid elsowhcie'— 

“ A »im]»le child. 

That lip:ht.ly draws jts bucith. 

And Ictls its hie in cvoiy limb, 

W’bat slunild it know of death ! " — 

Rut it W.3S not so much from feelings of animal vivacity that 
my difficulty c«,nie as from a seu.se of the indomitableness of 
tlio Spirit w'lthin me. I used to brood over the stories of 
Enoch and Elijah, and almost to persuade myself that, whatever 
might become of others, I .should be IriiiLUaled, in something of 
the same way, to heaven. Mith a feeling congenial to tills, I 
was often un.ablc to think of exlernal things as having external 
exi.stciice, and I communed with all that I saw a.s something 
not apart fi’om, but inherent in, my own immaterial nature. 
Many times while going to school have I grasped at a wall or 
tree to recall myself from this abyss of idcali-sm to the reality. 
At that time I was afraid of siicli procosscs. In later perioda 
of life I have deplored, as we have all reason to do, a subjuga- 
ti,ion of an oppo.sitc character, and liave rejoiced over the 
remembrances, as is expressed in the lines — 

“Obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outwaid things, 
railings from us, vamshmgs , ” &c. 

To that dream-like vividne6.s ‘and splendour which hlivcBt 
objects of sight in childhood, everyone, I believe, if he would 



look back, could bear testimony, and 1 need not dwell npon it 
bere ; but having in the poem regarded it as presumptive 
evidence of a prior state of existence, I think it right to protest 
against a conclusion, whi^fli has given pain to some good and 
pious persons, that I meant to inculcate such a belief. It is 
far too shadowy a notion to be recommended to faith, as more 
than an element in our instincts of immortality. But let us 
bear in mind that, though the idea is not advanced in revida- 
tion, there is nothing there to contradict it, and the fall of Man 
presents an analogy in its favour. Accordingly, a pre-existent 
state has entered into the popular creeds of many nations ; an^Ji, 
among all persons acquainted with classic literature, is known 
as an ingredient in Platonic philosophy. Archimedes sayl that 
he could move the world if he had a point, whereon t^) rest his 
machine. Who has not felt the same aspirations as regards 
the world of his own mind ? Having to wield some of its 
elements when I Avas impelled to wTite this poem on tho 
Immortality of the iSoiil,” I took hold of the notion of pre- 
existence as having sulheient foundation in humanity for 
authorising me to make for my jiurpose the best iise of it I 
could as a poet.] 

Tluj Child is Father of tho Man ; 

Audi could wish my days to he 

Bound each to each hy natural piety, 

Seo vol. 1 p. 1C6. 


I, 

Tiieuk was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, 
The earth, and every common sight, 

To me did seem 
Apparelled in celestial light, 

The glory and the freshness of a dream. 

It is not now as it hath been of yore ; — 

Turn wheresoe’er T xeay, 

Ily night or day. 

The things which 1 have seen I now can see no more* 


n. 

The Eainbow comes and goes, 
And lovely is ihc Eose, 
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The Moon doth, with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare, 
Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair ; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth ; 

But yet 1 know, where’er I go, 

That there hath past away a glory from the earth, 

III. 

Now;' while the birds thus sing a joyous song, 

And while tlie young lambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound, 

To me alone tlicre came a tliought of grief : 

A iiiuoly utterance gave that thought relief, 

And I again am st rung : 

The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep; 

No more shall grief of mine tlie season wrong; 

I hear the Echoes tlirough the mountains throng, 

The Winds come to me from tlie fields of sleep, 

And all the (,‘arth is gay ; 

Tjaiul and sea 

Give themselves up to jollity, 

And with the heart of May 
Doth every Beast keep holiday; — 

Thou Child of Joy, 

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy 
Shepherd-boy ! 


IV. 

Ye blessed Creatures, 1 have heard the call 
Ye to each other make; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ; 
My heart is at your festival, 
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My head hath its coronal, 

, The fulness of your bliss, I feel — 1 feel it all. 

Oh evil day ! if I were sullen 
While Earth herself is adorning, 

This sweet May-moming, 

And the Children are culling 
On every side, 

In a thousand valleys far and wide, 

Presh flowers ; while the sun shines warm, 
Axxd the Babe leaps up on his Mother’s arm : — 

I hear, I hear, with joy I hear ! 

— But there’s a Tree, of many, one, 

A single Pield whicli I have looked upon, 

Both of them speak of something that is gone : 

• The Pansy at my feet 

Doth the same talc repeat : 

Whither is fled the visionary gleam ? 

Where is it now, the glory and the dream ? 


Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting : 

The JSoul that rises with us, our life’s Star, 
Hath had elsewln^re its setting, 

* And coineth from afar : 

Jsot in entire forge tfulness. 

And not in utter nakedm^ss, 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
Prom God, who is our home : 

Heaven lies about us in our infancy ! 

Shades of the prison-house begin to close 
Upon the growing Boy, 

But He beholds tiie light, and whence it flows, 
He secs it in his joy ; ’ 
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The Youth, who daily farther from the east 
Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest, 
And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way attended ; 

At length the Man perceives it die away, 

And fade into the light of common day. 


VI, 

Barth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 
Tearilings she hath in her own natural kind, 
And, even with something of a Mother’s mind, 
And no unworthy aim, 

The homely Nurse doth all she can 
To mate her Foster-child, her Inmate Man, 
Forget the glories he hath known, 
And that imperial palace whence he came, 

vix. 

Behold the Child among his now-horn blisses, 
A six years’ Barling of a pigmy size ! 

See, where ’mid work of his own band he lies, 
Fretted by sallies of his mother’s kisses, 

AVith light upon him from his father’s eyes! 
Sec, at his feet, some little plan or chart, 

Some fragment from his dream of huinaii life, 
Shaped by himself witli ncwdy-learned art; 

A wedding or a festival, 

A mourning or a funeral ; 

And this hath now his heart, 
And unto this he frames his song: 
Then w ill he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife ; 

But it will not be long 
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Ere this be thrown aside, 

And with new joy and pride 
The little Actor cons aiibther part ; 

Eilling from time to time his ‘ luinioroiis stage ’ 
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age, 
That Life brings with her in her equipage ; 

As if his whole vocation 
AV^cre endless imitation. 


Tbou, whose exterior semblance doth belie 
Thy Soul’s immensity ; 

Thou best Philosopher, who 3 ^ct dost keep 
Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind, 

That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal dc‘C‘p, 
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind, — 

Mighty Pro})het ! Seer blest I 
On whom those truths do rest, 

AV^hlch we are toiling all our lives to find, 

In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave ; 
Thou, over whom thy Immortality 
Broods like the Bay, a INrasler o’er a Slave, 

A Presence which is not to be put by ; 

Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height. 
Why with such earnest pains doct ihou provoke 
The years to bring the inevitab]'.* yoke, 

Thus blindly with tliy blessedness at strife ? 

3?ull soon thy Soul shall have lier earthly freiglit, 
And custom lie upon thee uith a wxdght, 

Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life I 
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IX, 

O joy ! that in our embers 
Is something that doth live, 

That nature yet remembers 
What was so fugitive I 

The thought of our past years in me doth breed 

Perpetual benediction : not indeed 

For that which is most worthy to be blest — 

Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of Childhood, wlictlier busy or at rest, 

With new-fleclgcd liope still fluttering in his breast ^ 
Xot for those I raise 
The song of thanks and praise ; 

But for thos( obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward tilings, 

Fallings from us, vnnisbings ; 

Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving about in worlds )iot realised, 

High instincts bt'fore wliioh our mortal Nature 
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised ; 

But for those first aftections, 

Tliose shadowy recollections, 

Whicli, be they what they inaj', 

Are yet the fountain light of all our day, 

Are yet a master light of all our seeing ; 

Uphold us, cheiish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of tbe eternal Silence : truths that wake, 

To perish never ; 

Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour, 

Nor Man nor Boy, 

Nor all that is at enmity with joy, 

Can utterly abolish or destroy ! 
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Hence in a season of calm weather 
Though inland far we be, 

Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea 
Which brought us hither, 

Can in a moment travel thither, 

And see the Children sport upon the shore, 

And liear the mighty waters rolling evermore. 

X. 

Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song ! 

And let the young Lambs bound 
Ah to the tabor’s sound ! 

We in thought will join your throng, 

Ye tliat 2 )ipe and ye tliat jday, 

Te that through your hearts to-day 
Peel tlio gladness otihc ]\lay ! 

What thougli the radiance A\}uch was once so bright 
Be now for e\ er taken from my sight, 

Thougli iiothiiig can bring hack the hour 
Of splendour in ihc grass, of glory in the flower ; 
AYe will grieve not, ratlu'r find 
Strength in Avhat remains behind ; 

In the primal sympathy 
AVliich having been miisi ever be : 

In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human sufleriiig ; 

In the faiili that looks tJirougb death, 

In years that bring the philosopluo mind. 


And 0, ye Pountains, Aleadows, Hills, and Groves, 
Porebode not any sevx'ring of our loves ! 

Yet in my heart of hearts 1 feel your mighty 
1 only have relinquished one delight 
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To live beneath your more habitual sway, 

I love the Brooks which down their channels fret, • 
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they ; 

The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
Is lovely yet ; 

The Clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality; 

Another race hath been, and other palms are won, 
Thatflrs to the human heart by M'hicb we live, 

Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears, ^ 

To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

]803-(h 




THE PRELUDE, 

OE GKOWTII OF A POET’S MIND; 

AK AUTOBIOaRAPHICAL POBM- 


A1)7ERTISEMENT. 


The following Poom was comiaenced in the beginaing of the 
year and completed in the summer of 1805. 

The design and ocoa««ion of the work are described by tho 
Author in hia Preface to the Excursion, first puhlished in 1814, 
where he thus speaks : — 

“Severui ycaifi apo, wlicu tho Axitlior rethcii to his native inoiintaina 
with the hoy>e of being enabled to coustmet a literary work that might 
live, it was a reasonable thing that he slionld t.ike a review of his own 
mind, and examine how far Nature and Plducatiun bad qualified him for 
such an oinjdnyrnent. 

"As subsidiary to this preparation, he undertook to record, in verse, 
the origin and progress of his own powers, as far ns ho was acquainted 
with them. 

“That work, addressed to a dear fricml, most distinguished for his 
knowledge and genius, and to whom tlio Author's intellect is deeply. 
indebted, has been long htiished ; and the result of the investigation 
which gave rise to it, wa.s a dctcrinmatiou to comiiose a philosophical 
Poem, containing views of Man, Nature, and Society, and to be entitlod 
the ‘Recluse;’ as having ior its pi'incipal subject tho sensations and 
opinions of a poet living lu retirement 

“The preparatory iiocm is biograpliical, and conducts the history of tho 
Author’s mind to tho iioint when he was emboldened to hope that his 
faculties were sufficiently matured for ontpnng upon tho arduous labour 
which he had proposed to himself; and the two woikshave tho same kind 
of relation to each other, if he may so express luri'self, as tho Ante-cliaptiJL 
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hai to the hddy of a GoUiic church. Contiuuing thie allusioui he may he 
ponolthMl to add, that hie zninor pieces, which have boon long before the 
public, whert* they shall bo projierly arranged, will be found by the atten- 
tive re^er to have sxich eonnectibn with the main work- as may give them 
claim to be likened to the little colls, oratories, and sepulchral recesses, 
ordinarily included in those edifices.*’ 

Such vnm the Author^a language in the year 1814. 

It will thence be seen, that the present Poem was intended to 
he iutpodnotory to the Recluse, and that the Recluse, if 
ooT iploted, would have consisted of Three Parts. Of these, the 
Second Part alone, viz., the Excuiision, was hnishod, and given 
iHb the world by the Author. ' ^ ^ 

The First Book of the First Part of the Recluse still, remains 
in manuscript; but the Third Part was only planned. The 
materials of which it would have been formed have, however, 
been incorporated, for the most part, in the j\ut]xor’s other 
Publications, written subsequently to the Excursion. 

The Friend, to whom the present Poem is addressed, was the 
late Samuel Taylor Coleridce, who w'as resident in Malta, for 
the restoration of his health, when tho greater part of it was 
eomposed. 

Mr. Coleridge road a considerahle portion of the Poem while 
he was abroad; and his feelings, on hearing it recited by the 
Author (after his return to his own country), are recorded in liia 
Verses, addressed to Mr. Wordswortli, wliich will be found in 
the ‘'Sibylline Leaves,” p. J97, cd. 1817, or ‘’I'ootical Works, 
by 8. T, Coleridge/' vol. i , x*. 200. — Ed. 


Bydal Mount, 

Juiyzzih, isro. 
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BOOK FIRST. 


INTRODUCTION.— CHILDHOOD. AND SCHOOL-TIME. 

0 THEBE is blessing in this gentle breeze, 

A ^itant that while it fans my cheek 
Doth seem half-conscious of the joy it brings 
From the green lielcls, and from yon azure sky. 
Whatever its mission, tlie soft breeze can come 
To none more grateful than to me ; escaped 
From the vast city, where I long had pined , 

A discontented sojourner : now free, 

Free as a bird to settle where I will. 

AV'hat dwelling shall receive me ? in what vale - 
Shall be my harbour ? underneath what grove 
Shall I take up my home ? and what clear stream 
Shall with its murmur lull me into rest ? 

The earth is all before me. With a heart 
Joyous, nor scared at its own liberty, 

1 look about ; and should the chosen guide 
Be nothing better than a wandering cloud, 

I cannot miss my way. I breathe again ! 

Trances of thought and mountings of the mind 
Come fast upon me : it is shaken off, 

That burthen of my own lumatural self, 

The heavy weight of many a weary day 
Not mine, and such as were not made for me. 
X/ong months of peace (if such bold word accord 
With any promises of human life), 
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Long months of ease and undisturbed delight 
Are mine in prospect ; yhither shall I turn, 

By road or pathway, or through trackless field, 

Up hill or down, or shall some floating thing 
Upon the riyer point me out my course ? 

Uoar Liberty ! Yet what would it avail 
Eat for a gift that consecrates the joy ? 

^ov I, methought, while the sweet breath of heaven 
Was blowing on my body, felt within * 

A correspondent breeze, that gently moved 
With quickening virtue, but is now become 
A tempest, a redundant energy, 

Vexing its own creation. Thanks to both, 

And their congenial powers, that, while they join 
In breaking up a long-continued frost, 

Bring with them vernal promises, the hope 
Of active days urged on by flying hours, — 

Days of sweet leisure, taxed with patient thought 
Abstruse, nor wanting punctual service high, 

Matins and vespers of harmonious verse ! 

Thus far, 0 Friend I did T, not used to make vr 
A present joy the matter^ of a song, 

Pour forth that day my soul in measured strains 
That would not be forgotten, and are here 
Becorded : to the open fields I toM 
A prophecy : poetic numbers came 
Spontaneously to clothe in priestly robe 
A renovated spirit singled out, 

Such hope was mine, for holy services. 

My own voice cheered me, and, far more, the miud^s 
Internal echo of the imperfect sound ; 
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To both 1 listened, drawing from them both 
A cheerful confidence in things to come. 

Content and not unwilling now to give 
A respite to this passion, I paced on 
"With brisk and eager steps ; and came, at length, 
To a green shady place, where down I sate 
Beneath a tree, slackening my thoughts by choice, 
And settling into gentler happiness. 

*Twas autumn, and a clear and placid day, 

With warmth, as much as needed, from a sun 
Two hours declined towards the west ; a day 
AV^ith silver clouds, and sunshine on the grass, 

And in the sheltered and the sheltering grove 
A perfect stillness. Many were tlie thoughts 
Encouraged and dismissed, till choice was made 
Of a km)wn'Vale, wliither my feet should turn, 

Nor rest till they had readied the very door 
Of the one cottage which mcihought I saw. 

No picture of mere memory ever looked 
So fair ; and while upon the fancied scene 
1 gazed with growing love, a higher ])ow'er 
Than Eancy gave assurance of some w ork 
Of glory there forthwith to he begun, 

Perhaps too there performed. Thus long I mused, 
Nor e’er lost sight of what I mused upon, 

Save wdien, amid the stately grove of oaks, 

Now here, now there, an acorn, from its cup 
Ihslodged, through sere leaves rustled, or at once 
To the bare earth dropped with a startling sound. 
Prom that soft couch I rose not, till the sun 
Had almost touclied the horizon ; casting then 
A backward glance upon the curling cloud 
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Of city smoke, by distance Turalised ; 

Keen as a Truant or a Pugitive, 

But as a Pilgrim resolute, I took, 

Even with the chance equipment of that hour, 
The road that pointed toward the chosen Vale. 

It was a splendid evening, and my soul 

Once more made trial of her strength, nor lacked 

,32olian visitations ; but the harp 

Was soon defrauded, and the banded host 

Of harmony dispersed in straggling sounds, 

And lastly utter silence ! “ Be it so ; 

Why think of aiiy thing but present good ? 

So, like a home-bound labourer, I pursued 
My way beneath the mellowing sun, that shed 
Mild inflixence ; nor left in me one wish 
Again to bend the Sabbath of that time 
To a servile yoke. What need of many w'ords P 
A pleasant loitering journey, through three days 
Con^ued, brought me to iny hermitage. 

I spare to tell of wliat ensued, the life 
In common tilings — the endless stcu’e of things, 
Itare, or at least so seeming, every day 
Pound all about me in one neiglibourhood — 

The self-congratulation, and, from morn 
To night, unbroken cheerfulness serene. 

But speedily an earnest longing rose 
To brace myself to some determined aim, 

Heading or tliinking ; either to lay up 
New stores, or rescue from decay the old 
By timely interference : and therewith 
Came hopes still higher, that with outward life 
I might endue some airy phantasies 
That had been floating loose about for years, 



i:?T»ODITCTIOW, 


m 


And to sneh beings temperately deal forth 
The many feelings that oppressed my heart. 

Tljat hope hath been discohraged ; welcome light 
Dawns from the east, but dawns to disappear 
And mock mo with a sky that ripens not 
Into a steady morning ; if my mind, 
Remembering the bold promise of the past, 
Would gladly grapple with some noble theme, 
Vain is her wish ; where’er she turns she finds 
InlJ^ediments from day to day renewed. 

t 

And now it would content rne to yield up 
Those lofty hopes awhile, for present gifts 
Of humbler industry. Rut, oh, dear Rriend ! 
The Poet, gentle creature as he is, 

Hath, like the Lover, his unruly times ; 

His fits when ho is neither sick nor well, 

Though no distress be near him but his own 
Unmanageable thoughts : his mind, best pleased 
While she as duteous as the mother dove 
Sits brooding, lives not always to that end, 

But like the innocent bird, bath goadings on 
That drive her as in trouble through the groves ; 
With mo is now^ such passion, to be blamed 
No otherwise than as it lasts too long. 

When, as becomes a man who would prepare 
Por such an arduous work, 1 through myself 
Make rigorous inquisition, the report 
Is often cheering; for I neither seem 
To lack that first great gift, the vital soul, 

Nor general Truths, which are themselves a sort 
Of Elements and Agents, Under-powers, 
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Subordinate belpera of the living mind : 

^Nor am I naked of external things, 

Forms, images, nor numerous other aids ^ 

Of less regard, though won perhaps with toil 
And needful to build up a Poet's praise. 

Time, place, and manners do I seek, and these 
Are found in plenteous store, but nowhere such 
As may be singled out with steady choice ; 

Ko little band of yet remembered names 
Whom I, in perfect confidence, might hope 
To summon back from lonesome banishment, 

And nialie them dwellers in the liearts of men 
Now living, or to live in future years. 

Sometimes the ambitious Power of choice, mistaking 
Proud spring-tide swellings for a regular sea, 

Will settle on some British theme, some old 
Bomantio tale by Milton left unsung ; 

More often turning to some gentle ])lace 
Within the groves of Chivalry, I pipe 
To shepherd swains, or seated harp in hand, 

Amid reposing knights ])y a river side 
Or fountain, listen to 1 lie grave reports 
Of dire enchantments faced and overcome 
By the strong mind, and tales of warlike feats, 

Where spear encountered spear, and sword with sword 
Fought, as if conscious of tlic blazonry 
That the shield bore, so glorious was the strife ; 
Whence inspii-atioii for a song that winds 
Through ever changing scenes of votive quest 
AV^rongs to redress, harmonious tribute paid 
To patient courage and unblemished truth. 

To firm devotion, zeal unquenchable, 

And Christian meekness hallowing faithful loves. 
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Sometimes, more sternly moved, I would relate 
HoW vanquished MithriikteB northward passed, 

And, hidden in the cloud of years, became 
O din , the Father of a race by whom 
Perished the Eoman Empire ; how the friends 
And followers of Scrtorius, out of Spain ^ 

Elving, found shelter in the Fortunate 
And left their usages, their arts and laws. 

To disappear by a slow gradual death, 

To dwiJftle and to perish one by one, 

Starved in those narrow bounds *. but not the soul T 

Of Liberty, which tifteen hundred years 

Survived, and, when the European came 

With skill and power that might not ho withstood, 

Did, like a pestilence, maintain its hold 

And wasted down by glorious deatli tliat race 

Of natural heroes; or I would record 

How, in tyrannic times, some high-souled man, 

Unnamed among chronicles of kings, 

Suffered in silence* for Truth’s sake : or tell, 

How that one Frenchman,* through continued force 
Of meditation on the inhuman deeds 
Of those who conquered first the Indian Ivsh'S, 

Went single iu bis ministry across 
The Ocean ; not to comfort the oppressed, 

But, like a thirsty wind, to roam about 
Withering the Oppressor ; how G ustavus sought 
Help at his need in Dalecarlia’s mines : 

How AVallacc fought for Scotland; left the name 
Of Wallace to be found, like a wild flower, 

All over his dear Country; left the deeds 

* Dominique de Gourgues, a JVoncli gentleman Tvho wont in 1568 to 
Florida to avenge the massacre of the French by the Spaniards there, — JS<U 
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Of Wallace, like a family of Ghosts, 

To people the steep rocks and river banka, 
Her natural sanctuaries, with a local soul 
Of independence and stem liberty. 

Sometimes it suits me better to invent 
A tale from my own heart, more near akin 
To my own passions and habitual thoughts ; 
Some variegated story, in tlie main 
Iiofty, but the unsubstantial structure melts 
Before the very sun that brightens it, * 
Mist into air dissolving ! Then a wish, 

My last and favourite aspiration, mounts 
With yearning toward some philosophic song 
Of Truth that cherishes our daily life; 

With meditations passionate from Jeep 
I Becesscs in man’s licxirt, immortal verse 
\ Thoughtfully fitted to the Or])] jean lyre ; 

But from this awful burthen 1 full soon 
Take refuge and beguile myself witli trust 
That mellower years will bring a riper mind 
And clearer insight. Thus my days are past 
In contradiction ; with no skill to part 
Vague longing, haply bred by want of power, 
TVom paramount impulse not to be withstood, 
A timorous capacity, from prudence, 

From circumspection, infinite delay. 

Humility and modest awe, themselves 
Betray me, serving often fur a cloak 
To a more subtle selfishness ; that now 
Locks every function up in blank reserve. 
Now dupes me, trusting to an anxious eye 
That with intrusive restlessness beats off 
Simplicity and self-presented truth. 
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Ah ! bettor far than this, to stray about 
Voluptuously through fields and rural walks, 

And ask no record of the hours, resigned 
To vacant musing, unreproved neglect 
Of all things, and deliberate holiday. 

Par better never to have heard the name 
Of zeal and just ambition, than to live 
Baffled and plagued by a mind that every hour 
Turns ^creant to her task ; takes heart again, 

Then feels immediately some hollow thought 
Hang like an interdict upon her hopes. 

This is my lot ; for either still I find 
Some imperfection in the chosen theme, 

Or see of absolute accomplishment 
Much wanting, so much wanting, in myself, 

That I recoil and droop, and seek repose 
In listlessneas from vain perplexity, 

IJnprofitably travelling toward the grave, 

Like a false steward who hath much received 
And renders nothing back. 

AVas it for this 

That one, the fairest of all rivers, loved ^ 

To blend his murmurs with my nurse’s song, 

And, from his alder shades and rocky falls, 

And from his fords and shallows, sent a voice 
That flowed along my dreams ? For this, didst thou, 
O Derwent ! winding among grassy holms 
Where I was looking on, a babe in arms, 

Make ceaseless music that composed my thoughts 
To more than infant softness, giving me 
, Amid the fretful dwellings of mankind 
A foretaste, a dim earnest, of the calm 
That Nature breathes among the hills and groves. 
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When he had left the mountains and received 
On his smooth breast the shadow of those towers 
That yet survive, a shattered monument 
Of feudal sway, the bright blue river passed 
Along the margin of our terrace walk ; 

A tempting playmate wdiom we dearly loved. 

Oh, many a time have I, a five years’ child, 
in a small mill-race severed from his stream, 

Made one long bathing of a summer’s day ; 

Basked in the sun, and plunged and basked again 
Alternate, all a summer’s da}*', or scoured 
The sandy fields, leaping through flowery groves 
Of yellow ragwort ; or, when rock and hill, 

The woods, and distant Skiddaw’s lofty height, 

Were bronzed with deepest radiance, stood alone 
Beneath the sky, as if I liad been born 
On Indian plains, and from iny mother’s hut 
Jlad run abroad in wautonness, to sport 
A naked savage, in the thunder shower. 

Pair seed-time had my soul, and 1 grew up 
Postered alike by beauty and by fear : 

Much favoured in my birth-place, and no less 
In that beloved Vale to which erelong 
‘>We were transplanted : — there were we let loose 
For sports of w ider range. Ere T liad told 
Ten hirtb-days, w hen among the mountain slopes 
Prost, and the breath of froscy wind, had snapped 
The last autumnal crocus, ’tw'as my joy 
With store of springes o’er my shoulder hung 
To range the open heights where woodcocks run 
Along the smooth green turf. Through half the night, 
Scudding away from snare to snare, I plied 
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That anxious visitation ; — moon and stars 
Were shining o’er my head. I was alone, 

And seemed to be a trouble to* the peace 
That dwelt among them. Sometimes it befel 
In these night wanderings, that a strong desire 
O’erpowered my better reason, and the bird 
Which was the captive of another’s toil 
Became my prey ; and when the deed was done 
I heard among the solitary hills 
Low b^athings coming after me, and sounds 
Of undistinguishable motion, steps 
Almost as silent as the tui*f they trod. 

Nor less, when spring had warmed the cultured Vale, 
Moved we as plundej*ers wliere the mother-bird 
Had in high })lacos built her lodge ; though mean 
Our object and inglorious, yet the end 
Was not ignoble. Oh ! wliou I have hung 
Above llte raven’s nest, by h riots of grass 
And half-inch fissures in the sli])perv‘ rock 
But ill sustained, and almost (so it seemed) 
Suspended by the blast that blew amain, 

Shouldering the naked crag, oh, at that 
While on the perilous riJgt‘ 1 hang alone, 

With what strange ulteraneo did the loud dry wind 
Blow through my c'ar ! the sky seemed not a sky 
Of earth — and with what motion moved the clouds ! 

, Dust as we are, the immortal sjiirit grows 
Like harmony in music ; there is a dark 
Inscrutable workmanship that reconciles 
Discordant elements, makes them cling together 
In one society. How strange, that all 
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The terrors, pains, and early miserios, 

Begrets, vexations, lassitudes interfused 
Within my mind, should e’er hare borne a part, 

And that a needful part, in making up 
The calm existence that is mine when I 
Am worthy of myself ! Praise to the end ! 

Thanks to the means which Nature deigned to employ ; 
ISTiether her fearless visitings, or those 
That came with soft alarm, like Imrtless light 
Opening the peaceful clouds ; or she would usb 
Severer interventions, ministry 
More palpable, as best might suit her aim. 

One summer evening (led by Iier) I found 
A little boat tied to a willow tree 
Within a rocky cave, its usual home. 

Straight I unloosed her cliain, and stepping in 
Pushed from the shore. It was an act of stealth 
And troubled ploasiire, nor without the voice 
Of mountain-echoes did my boat move on ; 

Leaving behind her still, on either side, 

Small circles glittering idly in the moon, 

Until they melted all into one track 
Of sparkling light. But now, like one who rowSs 
Proud of his skill, to reach a chosen point 
With au unsw'erving line, I lixcd my view 
Upon the summit of a craggy ridge, 

The horizon’s utmost boundary ; far above 
Was nothing but the stars and the grey sky. 

She was an elfin pinnace ; lustily 
I dipped my oars into the silent lake, 

And, as I rose upon the stroke, my boat 
Went heaving through the water like a swan ; 
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When, from behind that craggy steep till then 
The horizon^s bound, a huge peak, black and huge, 

As if with voluntary power instinct, 

TJpreared its head. I struck and struck again, 

And growing still in stature the grim shape 
Towered up between me and tlie stars, and still, 

Por so it seemed, wdth purpose of its own 
And measured motion like a living thing, 

Strode after me. AVith trembling oars I turned, 

And through the silent water stole my w'ay ^ 

Back to the covert of the willow tree ; 

There in her mooring-place I left iny bark, — 

And through tlie meadows homeward went, in grave 
And serious mood j hue after 1 had seen 
That spectacle, for many days, iny brain 
Worked with a dim and undetormint^d sense 
Of unknown modes of being; o’er my thoughts 
There hung a darkness, call it solitude 
Or blank desertion. No familiar sbu})(‘s 
Bemaincid, no pleasant images of trees, 

Of sea or sky, no colours of green Helds ; 

But huge and mighty forms, that do not live 
Like living men, moved slowly through the mind 
By day, and w'ere a trouble to my dreams. 

•Wisdom and Spirit of the universe ! 

Thou Soul that art the ctcriiily of thought, 

That givest to forms and images a breath 
And everlasting motion, not in vain 
By day or star-light thus from my first dawn 
Of childhood didst thou intertwine for me 

* These lines have been prmted before. See vol. i. p. 200.— it’d. 
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The passions that build up our human soul ; 

Not with the mean and yulgar works of man. 

But with high objects^ with enduring things — 

With life and nature — purifying thus 
The elements of feeling and of thought, 

And sanctifying, by such discipline, 

Both pain and fear, until we recognise 
A grandeur in the beatings of the heart. 

Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to mo 
With stinted kindness. In November days, 

"When vapours rolling down the valley made 
A lonely scene more lonesome, among woods, 

At noon and ’mid the cairn of summer nights. 

When, by the margin of the trembling lake, 

Beneath the gloomy hills homeward I went 
In solitude, such intercourse was mine ; 

Mine was it in the ticlds both day and night. 

And by the waters, all the summer long. 

Aiid in the frosty season, when the sun 
Was set, and visible tor many a mile 
The cottage windows blazed througli twilight gloom, 
I heeded not their summons : happy time 
It was indeed for all of us — for me 
It was a time of rapt are ! Clear and loud 
The village clock tolled six, — I wdieeled about, 

Proud and exulting like an untired horse 
That cares not for bis home. All ohod with steel, 
We hissed along the polished ice in games 
Confederate, imitative of the chase 
And w'oodland j>leasures, — the resoanding hom. 

The pack loud chiming, and the hunted hare. 

So through the darkness and the cold wc flew. 
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And not a voice was idle ; with the din 
Smitten, the precipices rang aloud ; 

The leafless trees and every i^y crag 
Tinkled like iron ; while far distant liills 
Into the tumult sent an alien sound 
Of melancholy not unnoticed, while the stars 
Eastward were sparkling clear, and in the west 
The orange sky of evening died away. 

N^ot seldom from the uproar I retired 

Into 9 silent bay, or sportively 

Glanced sidew’a}^ leaving the tumultuous throng, ; 

To cut across the reflex of a stiu* 

That lied, and, flying stQl before Jiic, gleamed 
Upon the glassy plain 5 and oftentimes, 

When we had given our bodies to the w'ind, 

And all the shadowy banks on either side 
Came pwee|.nng tlirough the darkness, spinning still 
The rapid lino of motion, then at once 
Have I, reclining hack upon my heels, 

Stopped short ; yet still the solitary dills 
Wheeled by nu' — even as if the earth had rolled 
With visible motion her diurnal round ! 

Behind mo did they stretch in sohmii) train, 
Eeebler and feebler, and T stood and watched 
Till all w as tranquil as a dreamless sleep. 

Ye Presences of Nature in the sky 
And on the earth ! Te Visions of the hills! 

And Souls of lonely places ! oau I think 
A vulgar hope was yours w^heu ye employed 
Such ministry, when ye, through many a year 
Haunting me thus among my boyish sports. 

On caves and trees, upon the woods and hills, 

VOL. V. K 
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JmpTessed, upon all forms, the characters 
Of danger or desire ; and thus did maike 
The surface of the universal earth, 

With triumph and delight, with hope and fear, 
Work like a feea? 

Not uselessly employed, 

Might I pursue this theme through every chango 
Of exercise and play, to which the year 
Did summon us in his delightful round. 

Wc were a noisy crew ; the sun iu heaven 
Beheld not vales more heautiful than ours ; 

Nor saw a hand in happiness and joy 
Bicher, or W'ortliier of the ground they trod. 

I could record with no reluctant voice 
The w^oods of autumn, and their hazel bowers 
With milk-wdiiU? clusters hung ; the rod and line, 
True symbol of hope’s foolishness, whose strong 
And unreproved enchantment led us on 
By and pools slmt out from every star, 

All tlie gr<'en summer, to forlorn cascades 
Among the wdn dings hid of mountain brooks. 

— Unfading recollections ! at this hour 
The heart is almost mine with which .1 felt. 

From some hill-top on sunny afternoons, 

The paper kite high among fleecy clouds 
Pull at her rein lilco an impetuous courser; 

Or, from the meadows sent on gusty days, 

Behold her breast the wind, then suddenly 
Dashed headlong, and rejected by the storm. 

Ye lowly cottages wherein wc dwelt, 

A ministration of your own was yours ; 



CHIU)HOOD ATO SOHOOL-TIME. 181 

Can I forget you, being as you were 
So beautiful among the pleasapt fields 
In which ye stood ? or can I here forget 
The plain and seemly countenance with which 
Te dealt out your plain comforts ? Yet had ye 
Delights and exultations of your own. 

Diigcr and never weary we pursued 
Our home-amusements by the warm peat-fire 
At ev(ming, when with pencil, and smooth slate 
111 square divisions parcelled out and all 
With crosses and with cyphers s(*ribbled oVr, 

W schemed and jmzzled, bead opposed to head 
In strife too hnmhhi to he named in verse : 

Or round the naked table, snow-white deal, 

Clu'rry or maple, sat(‘ in close arra}^, 

A nd to tht^ combat, Loo or Whist, led on 
A thick -rib bed army ; not, as in the world, 

I^Teglected mid iingratefidly thrown by 
Even for the very service they had wrouglit, 

Tkit husbanded through many a long campaign. 
’CJncouih ass(‘uih]age was it, wlicre no few 
Jtnd cliangetl their functions ; some, pl(.‘beian cards 
Which Fate, beyond the promise oftlieir birth. 

Had dignified, and called to represent 
The persons of dciinrted potentates. 

Oh, with what echoes on the board they fell! 

Ironic diamonds, — clubs, liearts, diamonds^ spades, 

A congregation piteously akin ! 

Cheap matter offered they to boyish wit, 

Those sooty knaves, precipitated down 

With scoffs and taunts, like Vulcan out of heaven: 

The paramount ace, a moon in her eclipse, 

Queens gleaming through tbeir splendour’s last decay, 

K 2 
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And monarcbs surly at the wrongs sustained 
By royal visages. Meanw^hile abroad 
Incessant rain was falling, or the frost 
Baged bitterly, with keen and silent tooth ; 

And, interrupting oft that eager game, 

From under Esthwaito’s splitting fields of ice 
Xho pent-np air, struggling to free itself, 

G-ave out to meadow gi*oimds and hills a loud 
Protracted yelling, like the noise of wolves 
Howling in troops along the Botlmic Main.* 

Nor, sedulous as 1 have been to trace 
How Nature hy extrinsic passion first 
Peopled the mind with forms sublime or fair, 

And made me love them, may 1 Ixtc omit 
How otlier pleasures have been mine, and joy 
Of subtler origin : liow I have felt, 

Not seldom oven in that rompestuous time, 

Those hallowed and pure motions of the sense 

hich seem, in their simplicity, to own 
An intellectual charm ; that calm <Ielight 
Which, if 1 err not, surely must belong 
To those first-born aflinities that fit 
Our new existence to existing things. 

And, in our dawn of being, constitute 
The bond of union between life and j(jy. 

Yes, I remember when tlie ebangeful earth, 
And twice li\e summeT*s on my Jiiind had stamped 
Tfce faces of the moving year, even then 
I held unconscious intercourse with beauty 
Old as creation, drinking in a pure 
Organic pleasure from the silver wreaths 
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Of curling mist, or from the level plain 
Of waters coloured by impending clouds. 

Tlie sands of Westmoreland, the creeks and bays 
Of Cumbria’s rocky limits, they can tell 
How, when the Sea threw oif his evening shade, 
And to the sheplierd’s hut on distant hills 
Seat welcome notice of the rising moon. 

How l^have stood, to fancies such as these 
A stranger, linking with the spectacle 
No conscious memory of a kindred sight, 

And bringing with me no peculiar sense 
Of (piictiicss or peace ; yet have I stood, 

Even while mine eye liath moved o’er many a league 
Of sliining water, gatliering as it seemed, 

I'hrough every liair-brcadth in that held of light, 
New pleasure like a bee among the flowers. 

Thus oft amid tliose fits of vulgar joy 
Wliich, through all seasons, on a child's pursuiis 
Are prompt attendants, ’mid that giddy bliss 
Which, like a tempest, works along the blood 
And is forgotten ; even then 1 felt 
Gleams like the flashing of a shield ; — the earth 
And common face of Nature spake to me 
Kememherabh? things ; sometimes, ’tis true, 

Ey chance collisions and quaint accidents 
fLiko those ill-sorted unions, work supposed 
Of evil-minded fairies), yet not vain 
N or profitless, if haply they impressed 
Collateral objects and appearances, 

Albeit lifeless then, and doomed to sleep 
Until maturer seasons called them forth 
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~Aiid if the vulgar joy by its own weight 
Wearied itself out of the memoiy, 

The scenes which were a witness of that joy 
Bomained in their substantial lineaments 
Depicted on the brain, and to the eye 
Were visible, a daily sight ; and thus 
*j|y the impressive discipline of fear, 

By pleasure and repeated happiness, 

So frequently repeated, and by force 
Of obscure feelings representative 
Of things forgotten, these same scenes so bright. 
So beautiful, so majestic in themselves. 

Though yet the day was distant, did become 
Habitually dear, and all their forms 
And changeful colours by invisible links 
Were fastened to tlio affections. 

I began 

My story early — not misled, I trust, 

By an infirmity of love for days 
Disowned by memory — ere the breath of spring 
Planting my snowdrops among winter snows : 
Hop will it seem to thee, O Friend ! so prompt 
In sympathy, that I have lengthened out 
With fond and feeble tongue a tedious tale. 
Meanwhile, my hope has been, that I might fetch 
Invigorating thoughts from former years ; 

Might fix the wavering balance of my mind, 

And haply meet reproaches too, whose power 
May spur me on, in manhood now mature 
To honourable toil. Yet should these hopes 
Prove vain, and thus should peither I be taught 
To understand myself, nor thou to know 



With better knowledge how the heart was fram^4 
Of him theu loveat ; need I dread from thee 
llaiah judgments, if the song be loth to quit " 
Those recollepted hours that have the charm 
Of visionary things, those lovely forms 
And sweet sensations that throw back our life. 
And almost make remotest infancy 
A visible scene, on which the sun is shining p 

One end at least hath been attained ; my mind 
Hath been revived, and if this genial mood f 
Desert me not, forthwith shall be brought down 
Through later years the story of my life. 

The road lies plain before me ; — ’tia a theme 
Single and of determined bounds ; and hence 
I choose it rather at this time, than work 
Of ampler or more varied argument, 

Where I might be discomfited and lost : 

And certain hopes are with me, that to thee 
This labour will be welcome, honoured Friend ! 
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BOOK SECOND. 

SCHOOL-TIME. 

CONTIS ITED, 

Tktts far, 0 Priend! have we, though leaving much 
TJnvisited, endeavoured to retrace 
The simple ways in which my childhood walked ; 
Those chiefly that first led me to the love 
Of rivers, woods, and fields. The passion yet 
Was in its birth, sustained as might befiil 
By nourishment that came unsought ; for still 
Prom week to week, from mouth to month, we lived 
A round of tumult. Duly were our games 
Prolonged in summer till the day-light failed : 

Ko remained before the doors ; the bench 
And threshold steps were empty ; fast asleep 
The labourer, and the old man who had sate 
A. later lingerer ; yet the revelry 
Continued and the loud uproar ; at last, 

When all the ground was dark, and twinkling stars 
Edged the black clouds, home and to bed we went, 
Peverish with weary joints and beating minds. 

Ah I is there one who ever has been young, 

Nor needs a warning voice to tame the pride 
Of intellect and virtue’s self-esteem ? 

One is there, though the wisest and the best 
Of all mankind, who covets not at times 
Union that cannot be ; — ^who would not give 
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If 80 he might, to daty and to truth 
The e^emess of infantine desire ? 

A tranquillising spirit presses novr 
On my corporeal frame, so wide appears 
The vacancy between me and those days 
Which yet have such self-presence in my mind, 

That, musing on them, often do I seem 
Two consciousnesses, conscious of myself 
And ojf some other Being . A rude mass 
Of native rock, left midway in the square 
Of our small market village, was the goal 
Or centre of these sports ; and when, returiu d 
After long absence, thither I repaired, 

Gone was the old grey stone, and in its place 
A smart Assembly-room usurped the ground 
That had been ours. There let the fiddle scream, 

And be ye happy ! Yet, my Friends ! 1 know 
That more than one of you will think with me 
Of those soft starry nights, and that old Dame 
From whom the stone was named, who there had sate. 
And matched her table wuth its huckster’s wares 
Assiduous, through the length of sixty years. 

We ran a boisterous coui*se ; the year span round 
Witli giddy motion. But the time approached 
That brought with it a regular desire 
For calmer pleasures, when the winning forms 
Of Nature were collaterally attached 
To every scheme of holiday delight 
And every boyish sport, less grateful else 
And languidly pursued. 

When summer came. 

Our pastime was, on bright half-holidays, 
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To weep along the plam of Windonncre 
,With rival oars; and the selected bonrue 
Was now an Island musical with birds 
That sang and ceased not ; now a ISister Isle 
Beneath the oaks* umbrageous covert, sown 
With lilies of the valley like a field ; 

And now a third small Island, where survived. 

In fe^itude the ruins of a shrine 
Once to Our Lady dedicate, and served 
Daily with chauuted rites. In such a race 
8o ended, disappointment could be none, 

Uneasiness, or pain, or jealousy : 

W© rested in the shade, all pleased alike, 

Conquered and conqueror. Thus tlie pride of strength^ 
And the vaiu-glory of superior skill, 

Were tempered ; thus was gradually produced 
A quiet independence of the heart ; 

And to my h'rieud who knows mo I may add, 

Fearless of blame, that hence for future days 
Ensued a diffidence and modesty, 

And I was taught to feel, perhaps too much, 

The self-sufficing power of Solitude. 

Our daily meals were frugal, Sabine fare ! 

More than we wished wo knew tho blessing theu 
Of vigorous hunger — lienee corpiivcal strength 
TJasapped by delicate viands ; for, exclude , 

A little weekly stipend, and we lived 
Through three divisions of tho quartered year 
In penniless poverty. But now to school 
From the half-yearly holidays returned, 

We came ^th weightier purses, that sufficed 
To furnish treats more costly than the Dame ^ 



mamt/xvm. 


Of the dd grey stone, from her scant board, snppHeii 
Hence rustic dinners on the yool green ground, • 
i Or in the Tvoods, or by a river side 
Or shady fountains, while among the leaves 
Soft airs were stirring, and the inid-day sun 
XJiifelt shone brightly round us in our joy. 

'Not is .my aim neglected if I tell 

How sometimes, in the length of those half-years, 

We fjpm our funds drew largely ; — proud to curb, 

And eager to spur on, the galloping steed ; 

And with the courteous inn-keeper, whose stud ; 
Supplied our want, w e haply might employ 
Sly subterfuge, if the adventure’s bound 
Were distant : some famed temple where of yore 
'I’he Druids w’orshipped, or the antique w alls 
Of that large abbey, where w'ithin tlie Vale 
Of Nightshade, to St. Mary’s honour built, 

Stands yet a mouldering pile with fractured arch, 
Belfry, and images, and living trees ; 

A holy scene ! — Along the smooth green turf 
Our liorses grazed. To more than inland peace, 

Left by the west wind sweeping overhead 
From a tumultuous ocean, trees and towers 
In that sequestered valley may be seen, 

Both sjlent and both motiouless alike ; 

Such the deep shelter that is there, and such 
The safeguard for repose and quietness. 

Our steeds remounted and the summons given, 

With whip and spur we through the chauntry flew 
lu uncouth race, and left the cross-legged knight, 

And the stone*abbot^ and that single wren 
Which one day sang so sweetly in the nave 
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Of the Old church, that— though from receut showcra 
The earth was comfortlass, and, touched by faint 
Internal breezes, sobbings of the place 
And respirations, from the roofless walls 
The shuddering ivy dripped large drops — yet still 
So sweetly ’mid the gloom the invisible bird 
Sang to herself, that there I could have made 
My dwelling-place, and lived for ever there 
To hcatr such music. Through the walls we fie^' 

And down the valley, and, a circuit made 
In wantonness of heart, througli rough and smooth 
We scampered homewards. Oh, ye rocks and streams. 
And that still spirit shed from evening air ! 

Even in this joyous time I sometimes felt 
Tour presence, when with ekckcned step we breathed 
Along the sides of the steep hills, or when 
Lighted by gleams of moonlight from the sea 
We beat with thundering hoofs the level sand. 

Midway on long Winander’s eastern shore, 

Within the crescent of a pleasant bay, 

A tavern stood ; no homely-featured house, 

Primeval like its neighbouring cottages, ' ^ 

But ’twas a splendid place, the door beset 
With chaises, grooms, and liveries, and within 
Decanters, glasses, and the blood -red wine. 

In ancient times, and ere the IJall was built 
On the large island, bad this dwelling been 
More worthy of a poet’s love, a hut, 

Proud of its own bright fire and sycamore shade. 

But — though the rhymes were gone that once inscribed 
The threshold, and large golden characters, 

Spread o’er the spangled sign-board, had dislodge<l 
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The old Lion and usurped his place, in slight 
And mockery of the rustic painter’s hand — 

Yet, to this hour, the spot to mo is dear 
With all its foolish pomp. The garden lay 
Upon a slope surmounted by a plain 
Of a small bowling-green ; beneath us stood 
A grove, with gleams of water through the trees 
And over the tree-tops ; nor did we want 
Kefreshment, strawberries and mellow cream. 

while through half an afternoon we played 
On tlie smooth platform, whether skill prevaile4 
Or happy blunder triumphed, bursts of glee 
Made all the mountains ring. But, ere night-fall; 
When in our pimiaee wc returned at leisure 
Over the shadowy lake, and to the beach 
Of some small island steered our course with onev 
The Miustrel of tlic Troop, and left him there, 
And rowed off gently, while ho blew his flute 
Alone upon tiic; rock — oh, then, llie calm 
And dead still water lay upon my mind 
Even with a weight of jdeasure, and the sky* 
Never before so beautiful, sank down 
Into my heart, and licld me like a dreain ! 

Thus were my sj^rnpatliies enlarged, and tine- 
Daily the common range of visible things 
Grew dear to me : already I began 
To love the sun ; a boy I loved the sun, 

Not as I since have loved him, as a pledge 
And siutjty of our earthly life, a light 
Which we behold and feel we are alive ; 

Nor for his bounty to so many worlds — 

But for this cause, that I had seen him lay 
Ills beauty ou th^ morning hills, had seen 
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Tlie western mountain tcmdi his sefeting oth, 

In many a thoughtless hour, when, from excess 
Of happiness, my blood appeared to flow 
For its own pleasure, and I breathed with joy. 

And, from like feelings, humble thoi^ intense. 

To patriotic and domestic love ^ 

Analogous, the moon to me was dear ; 

I'or 1 could dream away my j)urposes, 

'Standing to gaze upon her while she hung 
iMidw^ay between the hills, as if she knew 
Ko other region, but belonged to thee, 

Yea, appertained by a peculiar right 

To thee and thy grey huts, thou one dear Yale ! 

Those im‘idental charms which first attached 
My heart to rural objects, day by Jay 
Crrew weaker, and I hasten on to tell 
How Nature, inter yenient till this time 
And secondary, now at leiigtli was sought 
For h^Tiwii sake. But who shall pared out 
Jfis intellect by geometric rules, 

8piil like a province into round and square ? 

\ Who knows the individual hour in wliich 
His habits svere first sown, even as a seed ? 

•Whoi&rfc shall point as with a wand and say 

This portion of the river of my mind 
Came from yon fountain ? ” Thou, tnj Friend ! art one 
More deeply read in thy own thoughts , to thee 
Scigace appf^s hut what in truth she is, ' ^ ^ 

Not as our glory and our absolute boast, 

But as a succedaneura, and a prop 
To our infirmity. No officious slave 
Art thou of that false secondary power < 
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By which we miiltiply distinctions, then 
Deem that oup puny bound^es are things 
That we perceive, and not that we have made. 

To thee, unblinded by these formal arts, 

The unity of all hath been revealed, 

And thou wilt doubt, with me less aptly skilled 
Tlian many are to range the faculties 
In scale and order, class the cabinet 
Of their sensations, and in voluble pbraso 
Bun through the history anti bii*th of each 
As of a single independent thing. 

3Iard task, vain hope, to analyse the mind. 

If each most obvious and particular thought', 

!Not in a mystical nnd idle sense, 

But in the w ords of lieason deeply weighed. 

Hath no beginning. 

Blest the infant Babe, 

(For Tvith niy best conjecture I would trace 
Our Being’s earthly progress,) blest the Babe, 
Hursed in bis Mother’s arms, who sinks to sleep 
Bocked on his JM other’s breast ; who with his soul 
Drinks in the iccliugs of his Mother’.s eye ! 

For him, in one dear Presence, there exists 
I A virtue which irradiates and exalts 
f Objects through widest intercourse of sense. 

No outcast he, bewildered and depressed : 

Along his infant veins are interfused 
The gravitation and the filial bond 
Of nature that connect him with the world. 

Is there a flower, to which he points with hand 
Too weak to gather it, already love 
Drawn from love’s purest earthly fount for him 
Hath beautified that 'flower; already shades 
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Of pity cast from inward tenderness - 
Do fall around him upon aught that heare 
Unsightly marks df violence or harm. 
Emphatically such a Bemg lives, ^ C 
Prail creature as he is, helpless as frail, 

An inmate of this active universe : 

For, feeliug has to him imparted power 
That through the growing faculties of sense 
Doth like an agent of the one great Mind 
Cresitc, creator and receiver both, 

Working but in alliance with the works 
Which it beholds. — Such, verily, is the first 
poetic spirit of our human life, 

By uniform control of after years, 

In most, abated or suppressed ; in some, 
Tlirougli every change of growth and of decay. 
Pre-eminent till death. 

From early days, 

Beginning not long after that first time 
In which, a Babe, by intercourse of touch 
T held mute dialogues with my Mother’s heart, 
1 have endeavoured to display the means 
Whereby this infant sensibility, 

Great bjrthright of our being, was in me 
Augmented and sustained. ITet is a path 
More difficult before me ; and I fear 
That in its broken windings we shall need 
The chamois’ sinews, and the eagle’s wing : 

For now a trouble came into my mind 
From unknown causes. I was left alone 
Seeking the visible world, nor knowing wh}% 
The props of my affections were removed, 

And yet the building stood, as if sustained 
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By its ovm spirit ! All tlmt I beheld 
Was dear, and hence to finev influxes 

(The mind lay open to a more exact , 

And close communion. Many are our joys 
In youth, but oh I i^hat happiness to live 
When every hour brings palpable access 
Of knowledge, when all knowledge is delight, * 
And sorrow is not there ! The seasons came, 
And^very season wheresoe’er 1 moved 
Unfolded transitoiy qualities, ^ 

Which, but for this most watchful power of lovOi 
Had been neglected ; left a register 
Of permanent relations, else unknown. 

Hence life, and change, and beauty, solitude 
More active ever than ‘‘best society** — 

Society made sweet as solitude 
By sUent inobtrusive syinpailiies, 

And gentle agitations of the mind 
Prom manifold distinctions, difference 
Perceived in things, wliorc, to the unwatchful ey% 
No difference is, and hence, from the same source^ 
Sublimer joy ; for I would walk alone. 

Under the quiet stars, and at that time 
Have felt whate’er there is of power in sound 
To breathe an elevated mood, by form 
3r image unprofaned ; and I would stand, 

If the night blackened with a coming storm, % 
Beneath some rock, listening to notes that are f . 
The ghostly language of the ancient earth, 

» Or make their dim abode in distant winds. 

Thence did I drink the visionaiy power ; i . . 

And deem not profltJeaa those* fleeting moi>ds 
Of shadowy exultation : not for this, 

WJ, T. 1 
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. Tliat they are kindred to our purer mind 
And intellectual lifoi; but that the soul, 
Bemembering; how she felt, but what she felt 
Bemmberin^ not, retains an obscure sense 
^ Of possible sublimity, whereto 
TSTith gr owing faculties she doth aspire, 

* With faculties still growing, feeling still ^ 

!|^t whatsoever point tliey gain, they yet 
Have something to pursue. 

And not alone, 

*Mid gloom and tumult, but no less *mid fair 
And tranquil scenes, that universal power 
Apd fitness in the latent qualities 
And essences of things, by which the mind 
Is moved with feelings of delight, to me 
Came strengthened with a sup eradde d soul, 
ATratue not its own. My morning walks , 

Were early ; — oft before the hours of school 
I travelled round our little lake, five miles 
Of pleasant wandering. Happy time ! more dear 
For this, that one w^as by my side, a Priend,* 
Then passionately loved ; with heart how full 
Would he peruse these lines ! Por many years 
Have since flowed in between us, and, our minds 
Both silent to each other, at this time 
We live as if those hours bed never been. 

STor seldom did I lift our cottage latch 

• Par earlier, ere one smoke-wreath had risen 
Prom human dwelling, or the vernal thrash 
Was audible ; and sate among the woods 
Alone upon some jutting eminence, 

At the first gleam of dawn-light, when the Yale, 

* fimliAo Her. John Flemiz^Tf of Bayiigg, Windormore.— iU. 
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Yet Blumberiag, lay in utter solitude. 

How fihall I seek the origin P^where find 
Faith in the marvelJous things which then I fejt ? 
Oft in these moments such a holy cahu 
Would overspread my soul, that bodQy eyes 
Were utterly forgotten, and \^hat I saw 
Appeared like something in myself, a dream, 

A prospect in the mind. 

•Twere long to tell 

What^pring and autumn, what the winter snows, 
And what the summer shade, what day and night, 
Evening and morning, sleep and waking, thought 
Prom sources inexhaustible, poured forth 
To feed the spirit of religious love 
In which I walked with Nature. But let this 
Be not forgotten, that I still retained 
My first creative sensibility ; 

That by the regultir action of the world 
My soul was unsubdued. A plastic power 
Abode with me ; a forming hand, at times 
liebellious, acting in a devious mood ; 

A local spirit of his own, at war 
1??ith general tendency, but, for the most. 
Subservient strictly to external things 
With which it communed. An auxiliar light 
Came from my mind, which on the setting sun 
Bestowed new splendour; the melodious birds, 
The fluttering breezes, fountains that run on 
Murmuring so sweetly in themselves, obeyed 
A like dominion, and the midnight storm 
Grew darker in the presence of my eye : 

Hence my obeisance, my devotion hence, 

And hence my transport. 





m 

Nor Aotxld this, percimnce,, 

Pass imrecorded, tl^t I atill had lored 
The eterciae aod produce of a toil, 

Than ^al^tic iuduatiy to me 
More pleasingV and whose character I dor ni 
Is more poetic as resembling more 
Creative agency. The song would spes^ 

Of that interminable building reared 

l^y observation of afiSnities 

In objects where no brotherhood exists 

To passive minds. My seventeenth year was come 

And, whether from this habit rooted now 

So deeply in my mind, or from excess 

In the great social principle of life 

Coercing all things into sympathy, 

To^Organic natures were transferred 
My own enjoyments j or the power of truth 
Coming in revelation, did converse 
With things that really are ; I, at this time, 

Saw blessings spread around me like a sea. 

I while the days flew by, and years passed on, 
f Pjpom Nature and her overflowing soul, 
rl had received so much, that all my thoughts 
1 Were steeped in feeling; IjKas^pnly then 
> IContented, when with bliss ineflable 
I felt the bentiment of Beir^ spread 
O’er all that moves and all that seemeth still ; 

O’er all that, lost beyond the reach of thought 
And human knowledge, to the human eye 
Invisible, yet liveth to the heart ; 

O’er all that leaps and runs, and shouts and sings, 
Or beats the gladsome air ; o’er all that glides 
^neath the wave, yea, in the wave itself, 



Ani n?ii;W;y deptl^ of iiraters. Wonder no!? 

If hi^ the tranaiiort, great Ihe joy I felt, 
Cotomuning in this sort through earth and heaten 
With every form of creature, as it looked 
3V)wards the Uncreated with a countenance 
Of adoration, with an eye of love. 

One song they sang, and it was audible, 

Moat audible, then, when the fleshly ear, 

O'er^me by humblest prelude of that strain, 
Porgot her functions, and slept undisturbed. 

If this be error, and another faith 
Find easier access to the pious mind, 

Tet were I grossly destitute of all 
Tl ^os e human sentiments that make this earth 
So dear, if 1 should fail w’ith grateful voice 
To speak of you, ye mountains, and ye lakes 
And sounding cataracts, ye mists and winds 
That dw^ell among the hills where I was born. 

If in my youth 1 liavo been pure in heart, 

If, nvingling 'with the Avorld, 1 am content 
With my own modest pleasures, and have lived 
With God and Nature communing, removed 
Prom little cumitica iifid low desires — 

The gift is,yours ; if in these times of fear. 

This melancholy waste of hopes o’ertlirowii. 

If, ’mid indificrence and apathy, 

And wiqkcd exultat ion when good men 
On every side fall otl‘, we know not how, 

To selhshness, disguised in gentle names 
Of peace and quiet and domestic love, 

Yet mingled not unwillingly with sneera 
On visionary minds ; if, in this time 
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Of derelicticm and dismay, I yet 
Despair not of our itature, but retain 
A more than Boman confidence, a faith 
That fails not, in all sorrow my support, 

The blessing of my life — ^the gift is yours, 

Xe winds and sounding cataracts ! ’tis yours, , 

Te mountains ! thine, 0 Nature ! Thou hast, fed 
My lofty speculations ; and in thee, 

Bor this uneasy heart of ours, I find 
A never-failing principle of joy 
And purest passion. 

Thou, my Friend ! wert reared 
In the great city, ’mid far other scenes ; 

But wc, bj different roads, at length have gained 
The self same bourne. And for this cause to thee 
1 speak, unapprAensive of contempt, 

The insinuated scoff of coward tongues, 

And all that silent language which so oft 
In conversation between man and man 
Blots from the liuman countenance all trace 
» Of beauty and of love. For thou hast sought 
The truth in solitude, and, since the days 
That gave thee liberty, full long desired, 

To serve in Naturc^’s temple, tliou hast been 
The most assiduous of Ikt ministers ; 

In many things my brothei. chiefly here 
In this our deep devotion. 

Fare thee well ! 

Health and the quiet of a healthful mind 
Attend thee I seeking oft the haunts of men, 

And yet more often living with thyself, 
fc) And for thyself, so haply shall thy days 
Be many, and a blessing to mankind. 
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BOOK THIRD. 

RESIDENCE AT CAMBRIDGE. 

It was a dreary morning when the wheels 
Rolled^ver a wide plain o’erhung with clouds, 

And nothing cheered our way till first we saw 
The long-roofed chapel of King’s College lift 
Turrets and pinnacles in answering files, 

Extended high above a dusky grove. 

Advancing, wo espied upon the road 
A student clothed in gown and tasselled cap, 

Striding along as if o’ertasked by Time, 

Or covetous of exercise and air ; ' 

He passed — nor was 1 master of my eyes 
Till bo w'^as left an arrow’s flight behind. 

As near and nearer to the spot we drew', 

It seemed to suck us in with an eddy’s force. 

Onward we drove ben<*ath the Castle; caught, 

While crossing IMagdalene Bridge, a glimpse of Cara ; 
And at the Hoop alighted, famous Inn. 

My spirit was up, my thoughts were full of hope ; 
Some friends I had, acquaintances who there 
Seemed friends, poor simple school-boys, now hung round 
With honour and importance ; in a w orld 
Of welcome faces up and down I roved ; 

Questions, directions^ warnings and advice, 
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0£ prida a»d pleasurel ^ knysetf I seemed 
Sl man of business and expense, and went 
!Prom shop to shop about my own afikirs, 

To Tutor or to Tailor, as betel, 

iErbtn street to street with loose and careless mind. 

liWaa the Dreamer, they the Dream ; I roamed . 
Deil^g^ted through the motley spectacle ; 
fiowns grave, or gaud}", doctors, students, streets, 
Courts, cloisters, flocks of churches, gateways, tower 
Migration strange for a stripling of the hills, 

A northern villager. 

As if the change 

Had waited on some hairy’s w'and, at once 
Behold me rich in monies, and attired 
. In splendid garh, with hose of silk, and hair 
Powdered like rimy trees, when frost is keen. 

My lordly dressing-gown, I pass it by, 

With other signs of manhood that supplied 
The Jack of beard. — The weeks went roundly on, 
With invitations, suppers, wine and fruit, 

Smooth housekeeping within, and all without 
Liberal, and suiting gcnllemau’s array. 

* The Evangelist St. John my patron viras : 

OTiree Gothic courts are his, and hi the first 
Was my abiding-placo, a no(»k obscure ; 

Eight underneath, the College kitchens made 
A humming sound, less tuneable than bees, 

But liardly less industrious; with shrill notes 
Of sharp command and scolding intermixed. 

Near me hung Trinity’s loquacious clock, 
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Slip by him unproclaimed, ^nd told the hourd 
Syice over with a male and female voice. 

Her pealing organ was my neighbour too ; 

And from my pillow, looking forth by light 
Of moon or favouring stars, I could behold 
The antechapel where, the statue stood 
Of Newton with his* prism and silent face, 

The marble index of a mind for ever 
VojUging through strange seas of Thought, alone. 

Of College labours, of the Lecturer’s room 
All studded round, as thick as chairs could stand. 
With loyal students, faithful to their books, 
Half-and-half idlers, hardy recusants, 

And honest dunces — of important days, 
Exammatious^ when the man was weighed 
As in a balance ! of excessive hopes. 

Tremblings withal and commendable fears, 

Small jealousies, and triumphs good or bad- — C 
Let others that know more speak as they know. 
Bach glory was but little sought by mo, 

And little won. Tet from the first crude days 
Of settling time in this untried abode, 

1 was disturbed at limes by prudent thoughts, 
Wishing to hope without a hope, some fears 
About my future worldly maintenance, 

And, more than all, a strangeness in the mind, 

A feeling that I 'was not for that hour, 

Nor for that place. But wherefore be cast down ? 
l^^or (not to speak of Reason and her pure 
Reflective acts to fix the mor<d law 
Deep in the consci^ce, nor of Christian Hope, 
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Bowing hep head before hep sister Faith 
As one far mightier), hither I had come, 

Bear witness Truth, endowed with holy powers 
And faculties, whether to work or feel. 

Oft when the dazzling show no longer new 

Had ceased to dazzle, ofttimes did 1 quit 

My comrades, leave the crowd, buildings and groves. 

And as I paced alone the level fields 

Far iSpom those lovely sights and sounds sublime 

With which I had been conversant, the mind • 

Drooped not ; but there into herself returning, 

With prompt rebound seemed fresh as heretofore. 

At least I more distinctly recognised 
Her native instincts : let me dare to speak 
A higher language, say that now I felt 
What independent solaces were iiiiuo, 

To mitigate the injurious sway of place 
Or circumstance, how far soever changed 
In youth, or io be changed in after years. 

As if awakened, summoned, roused, constrained, 

I looked for universal things ; perused * 

The common countenance of cartli and sky : 

Earth, nowhere uiiembellislied by some trace 
Of that first Paradise whence man was driven ; 

And sky, whose beauty and bounty arc expressed 
By the proud name she bears— the name of Heaveu. 

I called on both to teach me what they might ; 

' Or, turning the mind in upon herself, 

Pored, watched, expected, listened, spread my thoughts 
And spread them with a wider creeping ; felt 
Incumbencies more awful, visitings 
Of the Upholder of the tranquil soul, 

That tolerates the indignities ofTime, 
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And, from the centre of Eternity 
All finite motions overruling, lives 
In glory immutable. But peace I enough 
Here to record that I was mounting now 
To such community with highest truth — 

A track pursuing, not untrod before, 

From strict analogies by thought supplied 
Or consciousnesses not to be subdued. 

To^very natural form, rock, fruits, or flower, 
Even the loose stones that cover the high-way, 

I gave a moral life : I saw them feel, 

Or linked them to some feeling : tlie great mass 
Lay bedded in a quickening soul, and all 
That I beheld respired with inward meaning. 
Add that whate’er of Terror or of Love 
Or Beauty, Nature’s daily face put on 
From transitory passion, unto this 
I was as sensitive as waters are 
To the sky’s influence in a kindred mood 
Of passion ; was obedient as a lute 
That waits upon the touches of the wind. 
Unknown, unihought of, yet I was most rich— 
I had a -world about me — ’twas my own ; 

I made it, for it only lived to me, 

And to the God w’ho sees into the heart. 

Such sympathies, though rarely, were betrayed 
By outward gestures and by visible looks ; 

Some called it madness — so indeed it was, 

If child-like fruitfulness iu passing joy, 

If steady moods of thoughtfulness matured 
To inspiration, sort wdth such a name ; 

If prophecy be madness ; if things view^ed 
By pc^g in old time, find higher up 



the first men, earth's first inhahitaats, 

• Maj in these tutored days no more be seen 
ISTith undisordered sight. But leaving this, 

It was no madness, for the bodily eye 
Amid my strongest vrorkings evermore 
Was searching out the lines of difference 
As thfey lie hid in all external forms, 

Neir or remote, minute or vast ; an eye 
Whidh, from a tree, a stone, a withered leaf, ^ 

To the broad ocean and the azure heavens 
Spangled with kindred multitudes of stars. 

Could find no surface where its £ower might sleep 
“Which spake perpetual logic to rny soul, 

And by an unrelenting agency 

Did bind my feelings even as in a chain. 

And here, 0 Priend ! have I retraced my life 
Dp to an eminence, and told a tale 
Of matters which not falsely may be called 
The glory of my youth. Of genius, power, 
Cremation and divinity itself 
I have been speaking, for my theme has been 
What passed wdthiji me. Not of outward things 
Done visibly for other minds, words, signs, 
Symbols or actions, but of my own heart 
Have I been speaking, and my youthful mind. 

O Heavens ! how awful is the might of souls, 

I And what they do within thenmelves w'hile yet 
: The yoke of earth is new to them, the world 
j Nothing but a wild field where they w^ere sown* 
This is, in truth, heroic argument, 

This ge nuin e prowess, -which I wished to touch 
^ With hand however weak, but in the main 
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It lies far bidden frptn the reaph pf words. 

Points have we all of us within our souls 
Whore all stand single ; this I feel, and make 
Breathings for incommunicable powers ; 

But is not each a memory to himself, 

And, therefore, now that we must quit this thehJO, 

• 1 am not heartless, for there’s not a man * 

That lives who hath not known his god-like hours, 
An4 feels not what an empire w'e inherit 
As natural beings in the strength of Nature. 

No more : for now into a populous plain 
We must descend. A Traveller I am, 

Whose tale is only of himself; even so, 

So be it, if the pure of heart be prompt 
To follow, and if thou, ray honoured Prieiid ! 

Who in these thoughts art ever at my side. 

Support, as heretofore, my fainting steps. 

It hath been told, that when the first delight 
That flashed upon luo from this novel show ' 

'Had failed, the mind returned into herself; * 

Yet true it is, that I had made a change 
In climate, and iny nature’s outward coat 
Changed also slowly and insensibly. 

EuU oft the quiet and exalted thoughts 
Of loneliness gave w ay to empty noise 
And superficial pastimes ; now and then 
Yorccd lab our,, and more frequently forced hopes; 
And, worst of all, a treasonable growtii 
Of indecisive judgments, that impaired 
And shook the mind’s simplicity. — And yet 
This was a gladsome time. Could I behold-— 
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Wboy leas insensible than sodden day 
In a sea-river’s bed at febb of tide, 

Cotdd have beheld,— with undelighted heart. 

So many happy youths, so wide and fair 
A congregation in its budding-time 
Of health, and hope, and beauty, all at once 
! So inany divers samples from the growth 
Of life’s sweet season — could have seen unmoved 
That miscellaneous garland of wild flowers ^ 
Decking the matron temples of a place 
8o famous through the world ? To me, at least, 

It was a goodly prospect : for, in sooth, 

Though I had learnt betimes to stand unpropped, 
And independent nmsings pleased mo so 
That spells seemed on me when I was alone, 

Tet could I only cleave to solitude 
In lonely places ; it' a throng was near 
That way I loaned by nature ; for my heart 
Was social, and loved idleness and joy. 

l^ot seeking. those who might participate 
My deeper pleasures (nay, I had not once, 

Though not unused to mutter lonesome songs, 
Even with myself divided such delight, 

Or looked that way for aught that might be clothed 
In human language), easily I passed 
Erom the remembrances of better things, 

And slipped into the ordinary works 
Of careless youth, unburthened, unalarmed. 

Chvems there were within my mind which sun 
Could never penetrate, yet did there not 
Want store of leafy drhours wl\ere the light : 

Might enter in at will. Companionships. 
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Friendships, acquaintances, were welcome all. 

We sauntered, played, or rioted ; we talked 
Unprodtahle talk at morning hours ; 

Drifted about along the streets and walks, 

Bead lazily in trivial books, went forth 
To gallop through the country in blind zeal 
Of senseless horsemanship, or on the breast 
Of 0am sailed boisterously, and let the stars 
Come jjjrth, perhaps without one quiet thought. 

Such was the tenor of the second act 
In this new life. Imagination slept, 

And yet not utterly. I could not print 
Ground where the grass had yielded to the steps 
Of generations of illustrious men, 

Unmoved, I could not always lightly pass 
Through the same gateways, sleep where they had slept, 
Wake whore they vraked, range that inclosure old, 
That garden of great intellects, undisturbed. 

Place also by the side of this dark sense 
Of noble feeling, that those spiritual men, 

Even the great Newton’s own ethereal self, 

Seemed humbled in these precincts thence to be 
The more endeared. Their several memories here 
(Even like their persons in their portraits clothed 
With the accustomed garb of daily life) 

Put on a lowly and a touching grace 
Of more distinct humanity, that left 
All genuine admiration unimpaired. 

Beside the pleasant Mill of Trompington 
I laughed with Chaucer in the h|iwthorn shade ; 
Heard him, while birds were warbling, tell his tales 
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} Of aanorons passion. And that g^tle Bstd, 
Chosen by tW Muses for their Page of State — 

\ Sweet Spenser, moving through his clo uded hl^atrjep 
(/With the moon’s beauty and the neon’s soft pace^,. 
it called him Brother, Englishman, and Friend! 
Yca^ our blind Poet, who in his later day, 

Stiood almost single ; uttering odious truth — 
|>a^kness before, and danger’s voice behind, 

♦ Soul awftU — if the earth has ever lodged v 
An awful soul — I seemed to see him here 
Familiarly, and in his scholar’s dress 
Bou!nding before mo, yet a stripling youth — 

A boy, no better, with liis rosy cheeks 
Angelical, keen eye, courageous look, 

And conscious step of purity and ])ride. 

Among the band of my compeers was one 
Whom chance had stationed in the very room 
Honoured by Milton’s name. O temperate Bard I 
Be it confest that, for the first time, seated 
Within thy innocent lodge and oratory, 

One of a festive circle, I poured out 
Libations, to thy memory drank, till pride 
And gratitude grew dizzy in a brain 
Never excited by the fumes of wine 
' ' Before that hour, or since. Thru, forth I ran 
From the assembly ; through a length of streets, 
Ban, ostrich-like, to reach our ctiipel door 
In not a desperate or opprobrious time, 

Albeit long after the importunate bell 
Had stopped, with wearisome Cassandra voice 
No longer haunting the dai’k winter night. 

Call back, O Friend I a moment to thy mind, 

The place itself and fashion of the rites. 
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With careless ostentation shouldering up 
My surplice, through the* inferior throng I dove 
Of the plain Burghers, who in audience stood 
On the last skirts of their permitted ground, 
Under the pealing organ. Empty thoughts ! 

I am ashamed of them ; and that great Bard, 

And thou, O Friend I who in thy ample mind 
Hast placed me high above my best deserts, 
will forgive the weakness of that hour, 

In some of its unworthy vanities, - 

Brother to many more. 

In this mixed sort 

The months passed on, remissly, not given up- 
To wilful alienation from the right, 

Or walks of open scandal, but in vague 
And loose indifference, easy likings, aims 
Of a low pitch — duty and zeal dismissed, 

Yet Nature, or a happy course of things 
Not doing in their stead the needful work. 

The memory languidly revolved, the heart 
Eeposed in noontide rest, the inner pulse 
Of contemplation almost failed to beat. 

Such life might not inaptly be compared 

To a floating island, an amphibious spot 

Unsound, of spongy texture, yet withal 

Not wanting a fair face of water weeds 

And pleasant flowej’s. The thirst of living praise^ 

Fit reverence for the glorious Dead, the sight 

Of those long vistas, sacred catacombs, 

AVhere mighty minds lie visibly entombed, 

Have often stirred the heart of youth, and bred 
A fervent love of rigorous discipline. — 

Alas ! such high emotion touched not me. 
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Jjodk was there none within these walls to shame 
My easy spirits, and discountenance 
!Fhdr light composure, far less to instil 
A calm resolve of mind, firmly addressed 
To puissant efforts. Nor was this the blame 
Oi others but my own ; I should, in truth, 

As fin: as doth concern my single self, 

Misdeem most widely, lodging it elsewhere : 
iPor I, bred up ’mid Nature’s luxuries, ^ 
I'Was a spoiled child, and, rambling like the wind, 
As I bad done in daily intercourse 
With those crystalline rivers, solemn heights, 

And mountains, ranging like a fowl of the air, 

I was ill-tutored for captivity ; 

To quit my pleasure, and, from month to montl), 
Take up a station calmly on the perch 
Of sedentary peace. Those lovely forms 
Had also loft less space within niy mind, 

Which, wrought upon instinctively, had found 
A freshness in those objects of her love, ’ «v ■ 

A winning power, beyond all other power. 

Not that 1 slighted books, — that were to lack 
All sense, — but other passions in me ruled, 
Passions more fervent, making me less prompt 
To in-door study than w'as wise or we ll, 

Or suited to those years. Yet 1, though used 
In magisterial liberty to rove, 

Culling such flowers of learning as might tempt 
A random choice, could shadow forth a place 
(If now I yield not to a flattering dream) 

Whose studious aspect should have bent me down 
To instantaneous service ; should at once 
Have made me pay to science and to arts 
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' And witten loire, acknowledged my liege lord, 

A homage frankly offered up, like that 
‘Which I had paid to Nature. Toil and paina 
In this recess, by thoughtful Fancy built. 

Should spread from heart to heart; and stately groves^ 
!Majestic edifices, should not want - 

A corresponding dignity vrithin. 

The congregating temper that pervades ; 

Our UT\gipe years, not wasted, should be taught 
To minister to works of high attempt — 

Works which the enthusiast would perform with lov 
"Youth should be awed, religiously possessed 
With a conviction of the power that Avaits 
On knowledge, when sincerely sought and prized 
For tts own sake, on glory and on praise 
If but by labour won, and fit to endure 
The passing day; should loam to put aside 
Her trappings here, should strip them ofi‘ abashed 
Before antiquity and stedfast truth 
And strong book-mindedness ; and over all 
A healthy sound simplicity should reign, 

A seemly plainness, name it what you will, 
Republican or pious. 

If these thoughts 
Are a gratuitous emblazonry 
That mocks the recreant ago tve live in, then 
Be Folly and Falsoseeming free to affect 
Whatever fonnal gait of discipline 
Shall raise them highest in their own esteem— 

Let them parade among the Schools at will, 

But spare the House of God. Was ever Jtnown 
The wjfcless sheph^d who persisis to drive 
A flock that thii'Bts not to a pool disliked ? 
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A weight must surely hang on days begun 
And ended with such mockery. Be wise, 

Xe Presidents and Deans, and, till the spirit 
Of ancient times revive, and youth be trained 
At home in pious service, to your bells 
0ive seasonable rest, for ’tis a sound” 

Hollow. as ever vexed the tranquil air; 

And your officious doings bring disgrace 
On the plain steeples of our English Church, 

Whose worship, *mid remotest village trees, 

Suffers for this. Even Science, too, at hand 
In daily sight of this irreverence, 

Is smitten thence with an unnatural taint, 

Loses her just authority, falls beneatli 
Collateral suspicion, else unknown. 

This truth escaped me not, and I confess, 

That having *mid my native hills given loose 
To a schoolboy’s vision, I bad raised a pile 
Upon the basis of the coming time, 

That fell in ruins round me. Oh, wbat joy 
To see a sanctuary for our country’s youth 
Informed with such a spirit as might be 
Its own protection ; a primeval grove, 

Where, though the shades with cheerfulness werafilled, 
Nor indigent of songs warbled from crowds 
In under-coverts, yet tlie countenance 
Of the whole place should bear a stamp of awe; 

A habitation sober and demure 
For ruminating creatures ; a domain 
Eor quiet things to wander in ; a haunt 
In which the heron should delight to feed 
By the shy rivers, and the pelican 
Upon the cypress spire in lonely thought 
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Might sit and aim himself. — Alas ! Alas ! ' ;>*.» 

In vain tor such solemnity I looked ; 

Mine eyes were crossed by butterflies, ears vexed 
By chattering popinjays ; the inner heart 
Seemed trivial, and the impresses without 
Of a 'too gaudy region, 

Bifierent sight 

Those venerable Doctors saw of old, 

Whei^all who dwelt within these famous walls 
Led in abstemiousness a studious life ; 

When, in forlorn and naked chambers cooped 

And crowded, o’er the ponderous books they hiuig i,.i; 

Like caterpillars eating out their way 

In silence, or with keen devouring noise 

Not to be tracked or lathered. Princes then 

At matins froze, and couched at curfew-time, 

Trained up through piety and zeal to prize 
Spare diet, patient labour, and plain weeds. 

0 seat of Arts! renowned throughout the world! 

Par different service in those homely days 

The Muses’ modest nurslings underwent 

Prom their first childhood : in that glorious time • > 

AVhen Learning, like a stranger come from far, 

Sounding through Christian lands her trumpet, roused 

Peasant and king; when boys and youths, the growth 

Of ragged villages aud crazy huts, 

Porsook their homes, and, errant in the quest 
Of Patron, famous school or friendly nook, 

"Where, pensioned, they in shelter might sit down, 
Prom town to town and through wide scattered realms 
Journeyed with ponderous folios in their hands ; 

And often, starting from some covert place, 

Saluted the chance comer on the road, 
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Ojiying, ** An ob^s, a pentjy give 
- To a poor ficbolar ! — when illustrious men, 

Lovers of truth, hj penury constrained, 

Bueer, Erasmus, or Melancthon, read 
Before the doors or windows of i^eir cells 
By moonshine through mere lack of taper light, 

i ' 

fiut peace to vain regrets ! We see but darkly 
EveU when we look behind us, and lu^st tilings 
Are not so pure by nature that they needs 
Must keep to all, as fondly all believe, 

Their highest promise. If the mariner, 

When at reluctant distance he bath passed 
Some teniptiiig island, could but know the ills 
That must have fallen upon him had he brought 
His hark to land upon the wishod-for sliore, 

Good cause would oft be his to thank the surf 
^ Whose white belt scared him thence, or wind that blew 
f'^nexoraEIy adverse ; for myself 
1 ^ieve not ; happy is the gowned youth, 

Who only misses what I missed, who falls 
No lower than I fell. 

1 did not love, 

Judging not ill perhaps, the timid course ^ 

Of our scholastic studies; could have wished 
To see the river flow with ampler range 
And freer pace ; but more, far more, I grieved 
To see displayed among an eager few, 

Who in the field of contest persevei-ed, 

Passions unworthy of youth’s generous heart ^ 

And mounting spirit, pitiably repaid. 

When so disturbed, whatever palms arc won. 

Prom these I turned to travel with the shoal 
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Of more imthinking natures, easy minds . 

And pillowy ; yet not wanting love tliat makes 
Jlie day pass lightly on, when for es ight eJeeps'^ 

And wisdom and the pl edge s interchanged 
With our own inner being are forgot. 

Yet was this deep vacation not given up 
To utter waste. Hitherto I bad ntood 
In my own mind remote from social life, 

(AH^least from what we commonly so name,) 

Like a lone shepherd on a promontory'' / 

Who lackifig occupation looks far forth 
Into the boundless sea, and rather makes 
Than finds what lie beholds. And sure it is, 

That this first transit from the smooth delights 
And wild outlandish walks of simple youth 
To something that resembles an approach 
Towards liuniaii business, to a privileged world 
Within a world, a midway residence 
Witli all its iutcr\enieiit imagery, 

Hid better suit my visionary mind, 

Far better, than to have been bolted forth, ^ 

Tlirust out abruptly into Fortune’s way 
Among the conflicts of substantial life ; 

By a more just gradation did lead on 
To higher things ; more naturally matured. 

For permanent possession, better fruits, 

Whether of truth or virtue, to ensue. 

In sei'ious mood, but oftener, I confess, 

With playful zest of fancy, did we note 
(How could we less ?) the manners and the ways 
Of those who lived distinguished by the badge 
Of good or ill report ; or those with whom 
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By frame of Academic discipline 
We were perforce connected, men whose sway 
And known authority of office served 
To set our miuds on edge, and did no more. 

Nor W'anted we rich pastime of this kind, 

Found everywhere, hut chiefly in tho ring 
Of the grave Elders, men imscoured, grotesque 
In character, tricked out like aged trees 
Which through the lapse of their infirmity 
Give ready place to any random seed -c ^ 

That chooses to be reared upon their trunks. 

Here on my view, confronting vividly 
Those shepherd swains whom I had lately left, 
Appeared a different aspect of old age ; 

How different ! yet both distinctly marked, 

Objects embossed to catch tho general eye, 

Or portraitures for special use designed, 

As some might seem, so aptly do they serve 
To illustrate Nature’s book of rudiments — 

That book upheld as wdth maternal care 
When she would enter on her tender scheme 
Of teaching comprehension w ith delight, 

And mingling playful with pathetic thoughts. 

The surfaces of artificial life 
And manners finely wrought, the delicate race 
Of colours, lurking, gleaming up and down 
Through that state arras woven with silk and gold ; 
This vrily interchange of snaky hues, 

Willingly or unwillingly revealed, 

I neither knew nor cared for ; and as such 
Were wanting here, I took what might be found 
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Of less elaborate fabric. At this day 
I smile, in many a mountain solitude 
Conjuring up scenes as obsolete in freaks 
Of character, in points of wit as broad, 

As aught by w'ooden images performed 
For entertainment of the gaping crowd 
At wake or fair. And oftentimes do flit 
Eemembrances before me of old men — 

Old humourists, who have been long in their graves, 
And hiWGig almost in my mind put olf 
Their human names, have into phantoms passed 
Of texture midway between life and books. 

I play the loiterer : ^tis enough to note 
That here in dwarf proportions were expressed 
The limbs of the great world ; its eager strifes 
Collaterally pourtrayed, as in mock light, 

A tournament of blows, some hardly dealt 
Though short of mortal (^ombat ; and whaie’or 
Might in tliis pageant he supposed to hit 
An artless rustic’s notice, this way less, 

More that way, was not wasted upon me — 

And yet the spectacle may well demand 
A more substantial name, no mimic show, 

Itself a living part of a live w hole, 

A creek in the vast sea; for, all degrees 
And shapes of spurious fame and short-lived praise 
Here sate in state, and fed with daily alms 
Retainers won away from solid good ; 

And here was Labour, his own bond-slave ; Hope, 
That never set the pains agaiust the prize ; 
f^Tdleness halting wdth his weary clog, 

And poor misguided Shame, and witless Fear, 
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And Bimple Pleasure foraging for Death ; 
Honour misplaced, and Dignity astray ; 

^ Peuds^ factions, flatteries, enmity, and guile, 
Murmuring submission, and bald government, 
{The idol weak as the idolater), 

Decency and Custom starving Truth, 

And blind Authority beating with his staff 

' IThe child that might have led him ; Emptiness 
fPoUowed as of good omen, and meek Worth 
fDoft to herself unheard of and unknown, 

, Of these and other- kindred notices 
I cannot say what portion is in tnil h 
The naked recollection of that time, 

And w'hat may rather have been called to life 
By ai*ter-meditation. But delight 
That, in an easy temper lulled asleep, 

Is still with Innocence its own reward, 

This was not wanting. Carelessly I roamed 
As through a wide museum from whose stores 
A casual rarity is singled out 
And has its brief perusal, then gives way 
To others, all supplanted in their turn ; 

Till 'mid this crowded neighboiirliood of things 
That are by nature most unneighbourly, 

The head turns round and cannot right itself; 
And though an aching and a barren sense- 
Of gay confusion still be uppermost, 

With few wise longings and but love, 

Tet to the memory something cleaves at last, 
Whence profit may be drawm in times to come. 

Thus in submissive idleness, niy Friend ! 
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The lahonriiig time of autumn, winter, spring, 

Bight months I rolled pleasingly away ; the ninth , 
Came and returned me to my native hills. 
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SUMMER VACATION. 

• * ^ 

Bhight was the summer’s noon wdien quicken mg steps 
Followed each other till a dreary moor 
Was crossed, a hare ridge clomb, upon whose top 
Standing alone, as from a rampart’s edge, 

I overlooked the bed of Windermere, 

Like a vast river, stretching in the sun. 

With exultation, at my feet I saw 
Lake, islands, proinontoricii, gloaming hays, 

A universe of Nature’s fairest forms 
Proudly revealed Avith instantaneous burst, 
Magnificent, and beautiful, and gay. 

I bounded down the hill shouting amain 
For the old Ferr^^maii; to the shout the rocks 
Replied, and vrheii the Charon of the Hood 
Had staid his oars, and touched the jutting pier, 

I did not step into the well-known boat 

Without a cordial greeting. Thence with speed 

Up the familiar bill J took my way 

Towards that SAvect Valley* where I had been reared ; 

’Twas but a short hour’s -walk, ere veering round 

I saw the snow-white church upon her hill 


* UAwkshead — 
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Sit like a thronM Lady, sending out 
A gracious look all over her domain. 

Ton azure smoke betrays the lurking town ; 

With eager footsteps I advance and reach 
The cottage threshold where my journey closed. 
Glad wdcome had I, with some tears, perhaps, 
Prom my old Dame, so kind and motherly, 

Wtile she perused me with a parent’s pride. 

The thoughts of gratitude shall fall like dew 
Upon thy grave, good creature ! While my heart 
Can beat never will I forget thy name. 

Heaven’s blessing be upon thee where thou liest 
After thy innocent and busy stir 
In narrow cares, thy little daily growth 
Of calm enjoyments, after eighty years, 

And more than eighty, of untroubled life ; 
Childless, yet by the strangers to thy blood 
Honoured with little less than filial love. 

What joy was mine to see thee once again, 

Thee and thy dwelling, and a crowd of things 
About its narrow precincts all beloved, 

And many of them seeming yet my own ! 

Why should I speak of what a thousand hearts 
Have felt, and every man alive can guests ? 

The rooms, the court, the garden wore not left 
Long unsalutcd, nor the sunny seat 
Hound the stone table under the dark pine, 
Priendiy to studious or to lestive hours ; 

Nor that unruly child of mountain birth, 

The famous brook, who, soon as he was boxed 
Within our garden, found himself at once, 

As if by trick insidious and unkind, 

Stripped of his voice and left to dimple down 
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(Without an effort aud without a will) 

A channel paved by man’s officious care. 

I looked at him and smiled, and smiled again, 

And in the press of twenty thousand thoughts, 

Ha,” quoth I, ** pretty prisoner, are you there t ” 
Well might sarcastic Fancy then have whispered, 

An emblem here behold of thy own lifr ; 

In its late course of even days with all 
Their smooth enthralment ; ” but the heart was full, 
Too furPfor that reproach. My aged Dame 
Walked proudly at my side : she guided me ; 

I willing, nay — nay, wishing to be led. 

— The face of every neighbour whom I met 
Was like a volume to me ; some w^’ere hailed 
Upon the road, some busy at their work, 
Unceremonious greetings interchanged 
With half the length of a long field between. 

Among iny schoolfellows I scattered round 
Like recognitions, but with some constraint 
Attended, doubtless, with a little pride, 

But with more shame, for my habiliments, 

The transformation wrought by gay attire. 

Not less delighted did I take my place 
At our domestic table : and, dear Friend ! 

In ibis endeavour simply to relate 
A Poet’s history, may I leave untold 
The thankfulness with which I laid me down 
In my accustomed bed, more welcome now 
Perhaps than if it had been more desired 
Or been more often thought of with regret ; 

That lowly bed whimce 1 bad heard the wind 
Boar, and the rain beat hard ; where I so oft 
Had kin awake on summer nights to watch 
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IFlie moon in splendour touched among the leaves 
Of a tall ash, that near our cottage stood t 
Had watoKed her with fixed eyes while to and fro 
In the dark summit of the waving tree 
She roched with every impulse of the breeze^ 

Among the favourites whom it pleased me well 
see again, was one by ancient right 
Our inmate, a rough terrier of the lulls ; 

By birth and call of nature pre-ordalaed ’ 

To hunt the badger and unearth the fox 
Among the impervious crags, but having been 
From youth our own adopted, he had passed 
Into a gentler service. And when first 
The boyish spirit flagged, and day by day 
Along ray veins I kindled with the stir, 

The fermentation, and the vernal heat 
Of .poesy, affecting private shades 
Like a sick Lover, then this dog was used 
To Watch me, an attendant and a friend, 
Obsequious to my steps early and late. 

Though often of such dilatory walk 
Tired, and uneasy at the halts I made. 

A hundred times when, roving high and low, 

I have been harassed with the toil ot* verse, 

Much pains and little progress, and at once 
Some lovely Image in the song rose up 
Ftdl-formed, like Venus rising from the sea; 

Then have I darted forwards to let loose 
My hand upon his back with stormy joy, 

Caressing him again and yet again. 

And when at evening on the public way 
1 sauntered, like a river murmuring 
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And talking to itaell* wten all things else 
Are still, the creature trotted on before ; 

Bnch was his custom ; but whene’er he met 
A passenger approaching, he w^ould turn 
To give me timely notice, and straightway, 

Grateful for that admonishment, I h#hed 
My voice, composed my gait, and, with the air 
And mien of one whose Noughts are free, advanced 
To givQ^nd take a greeting that might savo 
My name from piteous runaours, such as wait 
On men suspected to be crazed in brain. 

Those walks well worthy to be prized and loved - 
Hegretted ! — that word, too, was on my tongue, 

But they were richly laden with all good, 

And cannot be remembered but with thanks 
And gratitude, and pcrlbct joy of heart — 

Those walks in all their freshness now came back 
Like a returning Spring. When first I made 
Once more the circuit of our little lake, 

If ever happiness hath lodged with man, 

That day consummate happiness was mine, 
Wide-spreading, steady, calm, contemplative. 

The sun was set, or setting, when I left 
Our cottage door, and evening soon brought on 
A sober hour, not winning or serene. 

For cold and raw the air was, and untuned ; 

But as a face we love is sweetest then 
When sorrow damps it, or, whatever look 
It chance to wear, is sweetest if the heart 
Have fulness in herself 5 even so with me 
It fared that evening. Gently did my soul 
Put off her veil, and, self-transmuted, stood 
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Naked, as in the presence of her &o(L 
While on I walked, a comfort seemed to touch 
A heart that had not been disconsolate : 

Strength came where weakness was not known to be. 

At least not felt ; and restoration came 

lake an intrud# knocking at the door 

Of unacknowledged weariness. I took 

3?be balance, and with firm hand weighed myself. 

— Of that external scene which round me lay. 

Little, in this abstraction, «lid I see ; 

Eemembered less ; but I had inward hopes 
And swellings of the spirit, was rapt and soothed, 
Conversed with promises, had glimmering views 
How life pervades the undecaying mind ; 

How the immortal soul with God-like power 
Informs, creates, and thaws the deepest sleep 
That time can lay upon her ; how on earth, 

Man, if ho do but live within the light 
Of high endeavours, daily spreads abroad 
His being armed with strength that cannot faiL 
was there want of milder thoughts, of love, 

Of innocence, and holiday repose ; 

And more than pastoral quiet, ’mid the stir 
Of boldest projects, and a peaceful ond 
At last, or glorious, by enduraiico won. 

Thus musing, in a wood I sate me down 
Alone, continuing there to muse ; the slopes 
And heights meanwhile were slowly overspread 
With darkness, and before a rippling breeze 
The long lake lengthened out its hoary line, 

And in the sheltered coppice where I sate, 

Around me from among the hazel leaves, 

Now here, now there, moved by the straggling wind, 



I55r7 

Cftme ever md alion a ^ 

Quick as the pantingij of the Ikithful dog, 
off and on companion of my walk ; 

Asid such, at times, believing them to be, 

I turned my head to look if he were there ; 

Then into solemn thought I passed once more. 

A freshness also found I at this time 
In human Life, the daily life of those 
Whose^ccupaiions really I loved ; 

The peaceful scene oft filled me w ith surprise 
Changed like a garden in the heat of spring 
After an ei^it-claya’ absence. Por (to omit 
The things which ivere the same and yet appeared . 
Ear otherwise) amid this rural solitude, 

A narrow Vale where each was kuown to all, 

*Twaa not indifterout to a youthful mind 
To mark some sheltering bower or sunny nook 
Where an old man had used to sit alone, 

Now vacant ; pale-faced babes whom I had left 

In anns, now rosy prattlers at tlie feet 

Of a pleased gran dame tottering up and d^nv n ; 

And growing girls whose beauty, filched away 
With all its pleasant promises, was gone ' 

To deck some slighted playmate’s homely cheek. 

Yes, I had something of a subtler sense, 

And often looking round was moved to smiles 
Such as a delicate work of humour breeds ; 

I read, without design, the opinions, thoughts, 

Of those plain-living people now observed 
With clearer knowledge ; another eye 
I saw the quiet woodman in the woods, 

VOL. V. H 
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The shepherd roam the hills. With new delight. 
This chiefly, did I note my grey-haired Dame ; 

Saw her go forth to church or other work 
Of state equipped in monumental trim ; 

Short velvet cloak, (her bonnet of the like), 

A mantle such as Spanish Cavaliers 

vVore in old times. Her smooth domestic life, 

Affectionate without disquietude, 

Her talk, her hiisiuesa, pleased me ; and no 
Her clear though shallow stream of piety 
That ran on Sabbath days a fresher course ; 

With thoughts unrelt till now I saw her read 
Her Bible on hot Sunday afternoons. 

And loved the book, when she had dropped asleep 
And made of it a pillow for her head. 

!Nor less do 1 remember to have felt, 

Distinctly manifested at this time, 

A human-heartedness about my love 
Por objects hitherto the absolute wealth 
Of my own private being and no more ; 

Whicli 1 bad loved, even as a blessed spirit 
Or Angel, if he were to dwell on earth, 

Might love in individual happiness. 

But noAV there opened on me other thoughts 
Of cliaTigo, congratulation or regret, 

A pensive feeling ! It spread far and wide ; 

The trees, the mountains shared it, and the brooks, 
The stars of Heaven, now seen in their old haunts — 
White Sirius glittering o’er the southern crags, 
Orion with his belt, and those fair Seven, 
Acquaintances of every little child, 

And J upitcr, iny own beloved star ! 
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Whatever sliadiugs of mortality, 

Whatever imports from the world of death 
Had come among these objects heretofore, 

W ere, in the main, of mood less tender : strong, 
Deep, gloomy were they, and severe ; the scatterings 
Of awe or tremulous dread, that had giv(?u way 
In later youth to yearnings of a love 
Enthusiastic, to delight and hope. 

As one who hangs down-bendi iig from the sidt^ 

Of a slow-moving boat, upon the breast 
Of a still water, solacing himself 
With such discoveries as his eye can make 
Beneath him iu the bottom of the deep. 

Sees many beauteous sights — weeds, fislics, flowers, 
Grots, pebbles, roots of trees, and fancies more, 

Yet often is perplexed, and cannot part 
The shadow from the substance, rocks and sky, 
^Mountains and clouds, reflected in the depth 
Of the clear flood, from things which there abide 
In their true clwcllijig; now is crossed by gleam 
Of his own image, by a suii-beam now, 

And wavering motions sent be know s not whciita', 
Impediments that make liis task more sweet ; 

Such pleasant oflice have Ave long pursued 
Incumbent o’er the surface of past time 
With like success, nor often have appeared 
Shapes fairer or less doubtfully discerned 
Than these to wdiich the Talc, indulgent Friend ! 
Would now direct thy notice. Yet in spite 
Of pleasure won, and knowledge not withheld, 

There was an inner falling off — 1 loved, 

Loved deeply all that had been Joyed before, 



150 the 

More dee| )ly even ttian ever : but a swarm 

other, gawds, 

“And fe^st and dance, and public revelry, 

And sports and games (too grateful in themselves, 
Tfet in themselves less grateful, I believe, 

Than as they were a badge glossy and fresh 
Of manliness and freedom) all conspired 
To lure my mind from firm habitual quest 
Of feeding pleasures, to depress tlie zeal ^ 

And damp those yearnings which had once been mine — 
A wild, unworldly-minded yoiitli, given up 
Tp his own eager thoughts. It would demand 
Some skill, and longer time than may bo spared 
To paint these vanities, and how tlicy wrought 
In haunts where they, till now, had been unknown. 

It seemed the very garments that I wore 

preyed on my strength, and stopped the quiet stream 

Of self-forgetfulness. 

Yes, that heartless chase 

Of trivial pleasures was a poor exchange 
Por books and nature at that early age. 

^Tb true, some casual knowledge might be gained 
Of character or life ; but at that time, 

Of manners put to school I took small note, 

And aU my deeper passions lay elsewhere. 

/(Far better had it been to exalt the mind 
By solitary study, to uphold 
Intense desire through meditative peace ; 

And yet, for chastisement of these regrets, 

' The memory of one particular hour 
Doth here rise up against me. ’Mid a throng 
Of maids and youths, old men, and matrons staid, 

A medley of all tempers, I had passed 
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The mght in daxicing, gaiety, and mirtli. 

With din of instniments and shuffling feet, , ,, 

And glancing forms, and tapers glittering, 

And unaimed prattle flying up and down j 
Spirits upon the stretch, and here and there 
Slight shocks of young love-liking interspersed, 
Whose transient pleasure mounted to the head, 
And tingled through the veins. Ere we retired, 
The cock had crowed, and now the eastern sky 
Was kindling, not unseen, from humble cope© 

And open field, tlirough which the pathway 
And homeward led my steps. Magnificent 
The morning rose, in mciriorahle pomp, 

Glorious as e’er I had belield — in front. 

The sea lay laugliing at a distance ; near, 

\The solid mountains shone, bright as the clouds, 

^ Grain-tinctured, drenched in empyrean light ; 

And ill the meadows and the lower grounds 
Was all the sweetness of a common dawn — 

Dews, vapours, and the melody of birds, 

And labourers going forth to till the fields. 

Ah ! need 1 say, dear Erieiid 1 that to the brim 
My heart Avas full ; 1 made no vows, but vows 
Were then made for me ; bond unknown to me 
Was given, that I should be, else sinning greatly, 

A dedicated Spirit. On I walked 
Th thankful blessedness, which yet survives. 

Strange rendezvous ! My mind was al that time 
A parti-coloured show of grave and gay , 

Solid and light^ short-sighted and profound ; 

Of inconsiderate habits and sedate, 

(^nsorting in one mansion unreprored. 
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The worth I knew of powers that I possessed, 

Though slighted and too oft misused. Besides, 

That summer, swarming as it did with thoughts 
Transient and idle, lacked not intervals 
When Folly from the frown of fleeting Time 
Shrunk, and the mind experienced in herself 
Conformity as just as that of old 
To the end and written spirit of G-od’s works, 
Whiither held forth in Nature or in Man, 

Through pregnant vision, separate or coiij^oindu. 

When from our better selves we have too long 
Been parted by the hurrying world, and droop, 

Sick of its business, of its pleasures tired, 

How gracious, how benign, is Solitude ; 

How potent a mere image of her sway ; 

Most potent when impressed upon the mind 
Whih an appropriate human centre — hermit, 

Deep in the bosom of the wilderness ; 

Votary (in vast cathedral, where no foot 
Is treading, where no other face is seen) 

Kneeling at prayers ; or watchman on the top 
Of lighthouse, beaten bv Atlantic waves ; 

Or as the soul of that great Power is met 
Sometimes embodied on a public road, 

When, for the night deserted, it assumes 
A character of quiet more profouiid 
Than pathless wastes. 

' ^ Once, when those summer montlis 

Were flown, and autumn brought its annual show 
Of oars with oars contending, sails with sails. 
tJpon Winander’s spacious breast, it chanced 
That — after 1 had left a flower- decked room 
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(Whose in-door pastime, lighted up, survived 
To a late hour), and spirits overwrought 
Were making night do penance for a day 
Spent in a round of strenuous idleness — 

My homeward course led up a long ascent, 

Where the road’s watery surface, to the top 
Of that sharp rising, glittered to the moon 
And bore the semblance of another stream 
Stealing with silent lapse to join the brook 
That murmured in the vale. AJl else was still ; , 

No living thing appeared in earth or air, 

And, save the flowing w'atcr’s peaceful voice, 

Sound there was none — but, lo ! an uncoutli shape, 
Shown by a sudden turning of the road, 

So near that, slipping back into the shade 
Of a thick hawthorn, T could mark him well, 

Myself unseen. He was of stature tall, 

A span above man’s common measure, tall, 

Stiff, lank, and upiight ; a more meagre man. 

Was never seen before by night or day. 

Long w^ere his arms, pallid his hands ; his mouth 
Looked ghastly in the moonlight : from behind, 

A mile-stone propped him; 1 could also ken 
That he was clothed in military garb, 

Though faded, yet entire. Compauionloss, 

No dog attending, by no staft' sustained, 

Ho stood, and in his very dress appeared 
A desolation, a simplicity, 

To which the trappings of a gaudy world 

Make a strange back-ground. Trom his lips, ere long, 

Issued low muttered sounds, as if of pain 

Or some uneasy thought ; yet still his form 

Eept the same awful steadiness — at his feet 
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Hot wholly free, I watched him thus ; at length 
, Subduing my heart’s specious cowardice, 

I left the shady nook where I had stood 
‘And hailed him. Slowly from his resting-place 
He rose, and with a lean and w^asted arm 
In measured gesture lifted to his head 
Eetuiiied my salutation ; then resumed 
His station as before ; and when I asked 
His history, the veteran, in reply, 

Was neither slow nor eager ; but, unmoved, 

And with a quiet uncomplaining voice, 

A stately air of mild indifferenco, 

He told in few plain words a soldier’s tale — 

That in the Tropic Islands he had served, 

Whence he had landed scarcely three weeks past ; 
That on his landing he had been dismissed, 

And now was travelling towards his native home. 

This heard, I said, in pity, “ Come with me.” 

He stooped, and straightway from the ground took up 
An oaken staff by me yet unobserved — 

A staff which must have dropped from his slack liand 
And lay till now neglected in the grass. 

Tliongh weak his step and cautious, ho appeared 
To travel without pain, and 1 beheld, 

With an astonishment but ill suppressed, 

His gliostly figure moving at my side ; 

Hor could I, while we journeyed thus, forbear 
To tutn from present hardships to the past, 

And speak of war, battle, and pestilence, 

Sprinkling this talk with questions, better spared, 

On what he might himself have seen or felt. 

He all the while was in demeanour calm, 
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Coneiiaa in an^er ; aolemn and aublime , 

He xnigtt have seemed, but that in all he said 
There was a strange half-absence, as of one 
Knowing too well the importance of his theme, 
But feeling it no longer. Our discourse 
l^oou ended, and together on we passed 
In silence through a wood gloomy and stilh 
ITp-tuming, then, along an open lield, 

We reached a cottage. At the door I knocked, 
And earnestly to charitable care 
Commended him as a poor friendless man, 
Belated and by sickness overcome. 

Assured that now the traveller would repose 
In comfort, I entreated that henceforth 
He would not linger in the public ways, 

But ask for timely furtlierance and help 
Such as his state required. At this reproof. 
With the same ghastly mildness in his look. 

He said, ‘‘ My trust is in tlie God of Heavcji, 
And in the eye of him who passes me !” 

The cottage door was speedily unbar)‘ed. 

And now the soldier touched his hat once more 
With his lean hand, and in a faltering voice, 
Whose tone bespake reviving interests 
Till then unfelt, he thanked me ; I returned 
The farewell blessing of the patient man, 

And so we parted. Back I cast a look. 

And lingered near the door a little space, 

Then sought with quiet lieart my distant home. 
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BOOK FIFTH. 

BOOKS. 

VriEN Contemplation, like the night-calm felt 
Through earth and sky, spreads widely, and s^nds deep 
Into the soul its tranquilliaing power, 

Even then I sometimes grieve for thee, O Man, 
Earth’s paramount Creature ! not so muoli for woes 
That thou endurest ; heavy though that weight be, 
Cloud-like it mounts, or touched with light divine 
Doth melt away ; but for those palms achieved. 
Through lengtli of time, by patient exercise 
Of study and hard thought ; there, there, it is 
That sadness finds its fuel. Hitherto, 

In progress through this Verse, iny mind hath looked 
Upon the speaking face of earth and heaven 
As her prime teacher, intercourse with man 
Established by the sovereign Intellect, 

Who througli that bodily image hath diffused, 

As might appear to the eye of fleeting time, 

A deathless spirit. Thou also, man ! hast wrouglit, 
Eor commerce of thy nature with herself, 

Things that aspire to unconquerable life ; 

And yet we feel — we cannot choose but feel- • 

That they must perish. Tremblings of the h. -irt 
It gives, to think that our immortal being 
No more shall need such garments ; and )cl luan, 

As long as ho shall be the child of earth, 
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Might almost weep to have'* what he may lose, 

'Nor be himself extinguished, but survive, 

Abject, depressed, forlorn, diseoi isolate. 

A thought is with me sometimes, and I say, — 

Shoujd the whole frame of earth by inward throes 
BewTenched, or fire come down from far to scorch 
Her pleasant habitations, and dry up 
Old Ocean, in liis bed left singed and bare, 

Tet would the li\ ing Presence still subsist 
Victorioilfe, and composure would ensue, 

And kindlings like tlie morning — presage sii: j 
Of day returning and of life revived J 
But all the meditations of mankind, 

Tea, all the adamantine bolds of trutli 
By reason built, or passion, which itself 
Is highest reason in a soul sublime ; 

The consecrated works of Bard and Sage, 

Sensuous or intellectual, wrought by me]i, 

Twin labourers and Iieirs of the same hopes ; 

'Where would they be ? Oh ! why hath not (lie Mind 
Some element to stamp her imago on 
In nature somovvluit nearer to her own : 

Why, gifted with such powers to send abroad 
Her spirit, must it lodge in shrines so frail r 

One day, wlum from my lips a like complaint 
Had fallen in presence of a studious friend, 

Ho with a smile made answer, that in truth 
’Twas going far to seek disquietude ; 

But on the front of his reproof confessed 
That he himself had oftentimes given way 
To kindred hauntings. Whereupon I told, 

That once in the stillness of a summer’s noon, 
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While I was seated in a rocky cave 
By the sea-side, perusing, so it chanced, 

The famous history of the errant knight 
Becorded by Cervantes, these same thoughts 
Beset me, and to height unusual rose, 

While listlessly I sate, and, having closed 

The book, had turned my eyes toward the wide pcmi. 

On pQgtry and geometric truth, 

And their high privilege of lasting life, 

Prom all internal injury exempt, 

I mused ; upon tliese cliiedy : and at length, 

My senses yielding to the sultry air, 

Sleep Seized m(3, and I j^assed into a dream. 

1 saw before me stretched a boundless plain 
Of sandy wilderness, all black and void. 

And as I looked around, distress and fear 
Came creeping over me, when at my side, 

Close at my side, an uncouth shape appeared 
Upon a dromedary, mounted high. 

He seemed an Arab of the Bedouin tribes : 

A Jance he bore, and underneath one arm 
A stone, and in the opposite hand a si i oil 
Of a surpassing brightness. At the sight 
Much I rejoiced, not doubting but a guide 
Was present, one who with unerring skill 
Would through the desert lead me ; and while yet 
I looked and looked, self-questioxied what this freight 
Which the new comer carried through the waste 
Could mean, the Arab told me that the stone 
(To give it in the language of the dream) 

Was ** Euclid’s Elements ; ” and ‘‘ This,'* said he, 

“ Is something of more worth ; ” and at tl^e v;ord 
Stretched forth the shell, so beautiful in shape, 
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In colottr so i*ospleiicleht, with command 
That I should hold it to my ear. I did so. 

And heard that instant in an unknown tongue, 
Which yet I understood, articulate sounds, 

^r6ud prophetic blast of liarmony ; 

An Ode, in passion uttered, whicli foretold 
Destruction to the children of the earth 
By deluge, now at hand. ‘No sooner ceased 
The BOTjg, than the Arab with calm look declared 
That all would come to pass of wliich the voice 
Had given forewarning, and tiiat lie himself 
Was going then to bury those two books ; 

The one that held acquaintance with the stars, 

And wedded soul to soul in purest bond 
Of reason, undisturbed by space or time ; 

The other that was a god, yea many gods, 

Had voices more than all the wdnds, with pow'cr 
To exhilarate the spirit, and to soothe, 

Through every clime, the heart of human kind. 
While this was uttering, strange as it may seem, 

I w’ondcrcd not, althongh I plainly saw 
The one to be a stone, the other a shell ; 

Nor doubted once but that they both w^ere books, 
Having a perfect faith in all that passed. 

Far stronger, now, grew the desire I felt 
To cleave unto this man ; but when I prayed 
To share his enterprise, he hurried on 
Beckless of me ; I followed, not unseen, 

For oftentimes he cast a backward look, 

Grasping his tw'ofold treasure. — Lance in rest, 

Ho rode, I keeping pace with him ; and now 
He, to my fancy, had become the knight 
Whose tale Ceiwautes tells ; yet not the knight, 
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But was an Arab of tlie desert too ; 

Of these was neither, and was both at once. 

His countenance, meanwhile, grew more disturbed ; 
And, looking backwards when he looked, mine eyes 
Saw, over half the wilderness dilfused, 

A bed of glittering light ; I asked the cause : 

^ ‘-It is,’’ said he, the waters of iho deep 

Gathering upon us quickening then the pace 
Of the unwieldy creature ho bestrode, # 

He left me : I called after him aloud ; 

He heeded not; but, with his twofold charge 
Still in his grasp, before mo, full in view, 

Wont hurrying o’er the illimitable waste, 

With the fleet waters of a drowning world 
In chase of him ; whereat T waked in terror, 

And saw the sea before iiu', and the book, 

In which I had been reading, at my side. 

Bull often, taking from tbe world of sloe[) 

This Arab phantom, which I ^lus beheld, 

This senii-Quixote, I to hiiu^ave given 
A substance, fancied him a living man, 

A gentle dweller in the desert, crazed 
By love and feeding, and internal tliougut 
Protracted among endless solitudes ; 

Have shaped him wandering upon this quest I 
Nor have I pitied him ; but raiher felt ' / ' 
Beverence was due to a being thus employed ; 

And thought that, in tlio blind and awful lair 
Of such a madness, i^eason did lie couched. 

Enow there are on earth to take in charge 
Their wdves, their children, and tlieir virgin loves. 
Or whatsoever else the heart holds doai' ; 



Enow to stir for these ; yea, will I say, 
Contemplating in soherness tbe approach 
Of an event so dire, by signs in earth 
Qr heaven made manifest, that I could share 
!phat maniac’s fond anxiety, and go 
Upon like errand. Oftentimes at least 
Me hath such strong entrancement overcome. 

When I have held a volume iu my hand, 

Poor earth]}^ casket of immortal verse, 

Shakespeare, or Milton, labourers divine ! 

Great and benign, indeed, must be the power 
Of living nature, wdiicli could thus so long 
Detain me from the best of other guides 
And dearest helpers, left untbanked, un])raised, 

Even in the time of lisping infancy ; 

And later down, in prattling childhood even, 

While I was travelling back among those days, 

How could I ever play an ingrate’s part ? 

jfnee rdore should 1 have made those bowers resouixd, 

fey intermingling strains of thankfulness 

With their own thoughtless melodies ; at least 

It might have well beseemed me to refloat 

Some simply fashiont^d tale, to tell again, 

In slender accents of sweet verse, some tale 
That did bewitch me then, and soothes me nov/. 

O Friend ! O Poet ! brother of my soul. 

Think not that I could pass along untouched 
By these remembrances. Yet wherefore speak ^ 
'V^y call upon a few weak words to say 
What is already written in the hearts 
Of air that breathe ? — what in the patli of all 
Drops daily from the tongue of every child, 
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Wherever mm is found P The trickling tear 
Upon the cheek of listening Infancy 
Proclaims it, and the insuperable look 
That drinks as if it never could be full. 

That portion of my story I shall leave 
^here registered : T^liatever else of power 
Or pleasure sown, or fostered thus, may be 
Peculiar to myself, let that remain 
Where still it works, though liiddcn from all search 
Among the depths of time. Yet is it just 
That here, in memory of all books wliich lay 
Their sure foundations in the heart of man, 
Whether by native prose, or numerous verse, 

That ill the name of all inspired souls — 

Prom Homer the great Thunderer, from the voice 
That roars along the bed of Jewish song, 

And that more varied and elaborate, 

Those trumpet-tones of harmony that shake 
Our shores in England, — from those loftiest notes 
Do'V'sn to the low and wren-like warhlings, made 
Por cottagers and spinners at the wdieel, 

And sun-burnt travellers resting their tired limbs, 
Stretched under wayside hedge-rows, ballad tnnes, 
Pood for the hungry ears of little ones, 

And of old men w'ho have survived their joys — , 
*Tifi just that in behalf of these, the works, 

And of the men that framed therii, whether known 
Or sleeping nameless in their scattered graves, 

That I should here assert their rights, attest 
Their honours, and should, once for all, pronounce 
Their benediction ; speak of them as Powders 
For ever to be hallowed ; only less, 



iror whaifc we are and what we may ‘beqomejj 
|Than ]S'ature*s self, which is the breath of God, 

Or His pure Word by miracle revealed* 

( Barely and with reluctance would I stoop 
* lV%ansitory themes ; yet I rejoice, 

And, by these thoughts admonished, will pour out 
Thanks with uplifted heart, that I was reared 
Safe from an evil which these days have laid 
Upon the oiiildren of the land, a pest 
That might have dried me np, body and soul. 

This verse is dedicate to Nature’s self, ? 

And things that teach as Nature teaches : then, 

Oh ! where had been the Man, the Poet wliere, 

Where had we been, we two, beloved Priend ! 

If in the season of unperilous choice, 

In lieu of wandering, as we did, througli valey 
Bich with indigenous produce, open ground 
Of Fancy, happy pastures ranged at ^ 

-W e had been followed, hourly watched, and noosed. 
Each in his several melancholy walk 
Stringed like a poor man’s heifer at its feed, 

Led through the lanes in forlorn servitude ; 

Or rather like a stalled ox debarred 
From touch of growing grass, tliat may not taste 
A flower till it have yielded up its sweets 
A prelibation to the mower’s scythe. 

Behold the parent hen amid her brood, 

Though fledged and feathered, and well pleased to part 
And straggle from her presence, still a brood, 

And she herself from the maternal bond 
Still undischarged ; yet doth she little more 
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Than move with them in tenderness and love, 

A centre to the circle which they make 5 
And now and then, alike from need of theirs 
And call of her own natural appetites, 

She scratches, ransacks up the earth for food, 
Which they partake at pleasure. Early died 
honoured Mother, she who was the heart 
And binge of all our learnings and our loves : 

She left us destitute, and, as we might, 

Trooping together. Little suits it me 
To break upon the sabbath of her rest 
With any thought that looks at others* bianic ; 
Nor would 1 praise her but in perfect love. 
Hence am 1 checked : biti let me boldly say, 

In gratitude, and for the sake of truth, 

Unheard by her, that she, not falsely taught, 

' Fetching her goodness rather from times pas(, 
Than shaping novelties for times to come, 

Had no presumption, no such jealousy, 

Nor did by habit of her thoughts mistrust 
Our nature, but had virtual faith that He 
Who fills the mother’s breast with innocent milk 
Doth also for our nobler part provide, 

Under Ilis great coiTcction and control, 

As innocent instincts, and as innocent food ; 

Or draws, for minds that are left free to trust 
In the simplicities of opening life, 

Sweet honey out of spurned or dreaded weeds.* 
This was her creed, and therefore she was pure 
From anxious fear of error or mishap, 

And evil, overwceniugly so called ; 

Was not pulled up by false unnatural hopes, , 
Nor selfish with unnecessary cares, "" ' ' 
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Nor with impatience from the season asked 
More than its timely produce ; rather loved 
The. Imurs for what they are, than from regard 
Gljjnced on their ppimaes in restless pride. 

8ucfi was she — not from faculties more strong 
•Than others have, but from the times, perhaps, 
And spot'in which she lived, and through a grace 
Of modest meekness, simple-mindedness, 

A heart that found benignity and hope, ‘ 

Being itself benign. 

* My drift I fear 

Is scarcely obvious ; but, that common sense " 
May try this modem system by its fruits, 

Leave let me take to place before her sight 
A specimen pourtrayed witli faithful hand. 

Pull early trained to worship seemliness, 

This model of a child is never known 
To mix in quarrels ; that were far beneath 
Its dignity ; with gifts he bubbles o’er 
As generous as a fountain ; Belfishncss 
May not come near him, nor the little throng 
Of flitting pleasures tempt him from his path : 

The wandering beggars propagate bis name, 

Dumb creatures find him tender as a nun, 

And natural or supernatural fear, 

Unless it leap upon him in a dream, 

Touches him not. To enhance the wonder, see 
How arch his notices, how nice his sense 
Of the ridiculous ; not blind is he 
To the broad follies of the licensed world, 

Yet innocent himself withal, though shreAvd, 

And can read lectures upon innocence ; 

A miracle of scientific lore, 
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Ships he can guide across the patliless sea, . v 
And tell you nil their cunning ; he can read 
The inside of the earth, and spell the stars 3 
Ha knows the policies of foreign lands ; 

Can string you names of districts, cities, towns, 
The whole world over, tight as beads of dew 
Upoi^ a gossamer thread ; he sifts, he we^ghs ; 

.A 11 things are put to question ; he must live 
Knowing that ho grows wiser every day 
Or else not live at all, and seeing too 
Each little drop of wisdom as it falls 
Into the dimpling cistern of his heart : 

For this unnatural growth the trainer blame, 

Pity the tree. — Poor human vanity, 

Wert thou extinguished, little would he left 
Which he could truly love ; but how escape ? 

For, ever as a thought of purer birth 
Kises to lead him toward a better clime, 

Some intermeddler still is on the watch 
To drive him back, and pound him, like a stray, 
Within the pinfold of his own conceit. 

Meanwhile old grandame earth is grieved to find 
The playthings, which her love designed for liiiii, 
IJntbought of; in their woodland beds the flowers 
Weep, and the river sides are all forlorn. 

Oh ! give u6 once again the wishing cap 
Of Fortunatiis, and the invisible coat 
Of Jack the Giant-killer, Kobin Hood, 

And Sahra in the forest with St. George ! 

The child, tvhose love is here, at least, doth reap 
One precious gain, that he forgets himself. 

These mighty workmen of our later age, 
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WhOi with a bi^ad highway, have overbridged 
The fpoward chaos of futurity, 

Tamed to their bidding ; they who have the skill 
To manage books, and things, and make them act 
On infant minds as surely as the sun 
Deals with a flower ; the keepers of our time, 

The guides and wardens of our faculties, 

Sages who in their prescience would control 
Al. accidents, and to the very road 
Which they have fashioned would confine us dov^ ii, 
Lilce engines ; when will their presumption learn, 
That in the unreasoning progress of the world 
A wiser spirit is at work for us, 

A Letter eye than theirs, most prodigal 
Of blessings, and most studious of our goo;], 

Even in what seem our most unfruitful hours ? 

* There was a Boy : yo knew him well, ye clifis 
And islands of Winander ! — many a time 
At evening, when the earliest stars began 
To move along the edges of the hills, 

Eising or setting, would he stand alone 
Beneath the trees or by the glimmering lake, 

And there, with fingers interwoven, both hands 
Pressed closely palm to palm, and to his mouth 
Uplifted, he, as through an instrument, 

Blew mimic bootings to the silent owls. 

That they might answer him ; and they would shou^ 
Across the watery vale, and shout again, 

Eesponsive to his call, with quivering peais, 

And long halloos and screams, and echoes loud, 
Eodonbled and redoubled, concourse wild 
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Of jocnnd din ; and, when a lengthened pause 
Of silence came and baffled his best skill, 

Then sometimes, in that silence while he hung 
Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise 
Has carried fur into his heart the voice 
Of mountain torrents ; or the visible scene 
Would enter unawares into his mind, 

With all its solemn imag(3ry, its rocks, 

It'i woods, and that uncertain heaven, rccei^d 
Into the bosom of the steady lake. 

This Boy was taken from his mates, and died 
In childhood, ere he u tis full twelve years old. 

Pair is the spot, most beautiful tlie vale 
Where he was born ; the grassy churchyard hangs 
Upon a slope above the village school, 

And through ijliat churchyard wdien my way has led 
On summer evenings, I believe that there 
A long half hour together I have stood 
Mute, looking at the grave in wdnch lie lies ! 

Bven now appears before tlie mind’s clear eye 
That self-same village church ; I see lier sit 
(The throned Lady whom crewdiilo we hailed) 

On her green hill, forgetful of this Boy 
Who slumbers at her feet, — forgetful, too, 

Of all her silent neighbourhood of graves, 

And listening only to the gladsome sounds 
That, from the rural school ascending, play 
Beneath her and about her. May slie long 
Behold a race of young ones like to those 
With whom I lierded! — (easily, indeed, 

We might have fed upon a fatter soil 
Of arts and letters — but be that forgiven) — 



5 A, race of real cMdren ; not too wise, 

Too learned, or too good ; but wanton, fresh, 

And bandied up and down by love and hate ; 

Not nnresentful where self-justified; 

!^rce, moody, patien^ yentimouSj modest, shy ; 

Mad at their sports like withered leaves in winds ; 
Though doing wrong and suffering, and full oft 
Bending beneath our life’s mysterious weight 
Of pain, i^pd doubt, and fear, yet yielding not 
In happiness to the happiest upon earth. 

Simplicity in habit, truth in speech, 

Be these the daily strengthoners of their minds ; 

May hooks and Nature be their early joy ! 

And knowledge, rightly honoured with that name — 
Knowledge not purchased by the loss of power ! 

Well do I call to mind the very week 
When I was first intrusted to the care 
Of that sweet Valley ; when its paths, its shores, 

And brooks were like a dream of novelty 
To my half-infant thougliis ; that very week, 

AVhile I was roving up and down alone, 

SeeJdng I knew not what, I chanced to cross 
One of those open fields, which, shaped like ears, 
Make green peninsulas on Estliwaite’s Lake : 
Tw’ilight w^as coming on, yet through the gloom 
Appeared distinctly on the opposite shore 
A heap of garments, as if left by one 
Who might have there been bathing. Long I watched, 
But no one owned them ; meanwhile the calm lake 
Grew dark with all the shadows on its breast, 

And, now and then, a fish up-leaping snapped 
The breathless stillness. The succeeding day, 
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"iJhose imclaiined garmeats telling a plain tale 
Barew to the spot an atncioue crowd ; some looked 
In pa&aive expectation from the shore, 

While from a boat others hung o’er the deep, 
Soundihg with grappling irons and long poles. 

At last, the dead man, *mid that beauteous scene 
Of trees and hills and water, bolt upright 
Bo^V with his ghastly face, a spectre shape 
Of terror; yet no soul-debasing fear, 

Young as I was, a child not nine years old, 

Possessed me, for my inner eye had seen 
Such sights before, among the shining streams 
Of faery land, the forest of romance. 

Their spirit hallowed the sad spectacle 
With decoi*ation of ideal grace ; 

A dignity, a smoothness, like the works 
Of Grecian art, and ])ure8t poesy. 

A precious treasure had I long possessed, 

A little yellow, canvas-covered book, 

A slender abstract of the Arabian talcs ; 

And, from companious in a new abode, 

When first I learnt, that this dear prize of mine 
Was but a block hew n from a mighty quarr}' — 

That there were four large volumes, laden all 
With kindred matter, ’twas to me, in truth, 

A promise scarcely earthly. Instantly, 

With one not richer than myself, I made 
A covenant that each should lay aside 
The moneys he possessed, and hoard up more, 

TiU our joint savings had amassed enough 

To make this book our own. Through several months, 

In spite of all temptation, we preserved 
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Beligiou% that vow ; but firmuess fiiiled, ^ 
STor were w© ever masters of our Wish, 

And ,‘when thereafter to my father’s house 
The holidays returned me, there to find " 

That golden store of books which I had left, 

What joy was mine ! How often in the course 
Of those glad respites, though a soft west wind 
BuffledJ;he waters to the angler’s wish, 

Por a whole day together, have I Jain 

Down by thy side, O Derwent ! murmuring stream, 

On the hot stones, and in the glaring sun, 

And there have read, devouring as I read, 
Defrauding the day’s glory, des 2 )erate ! 

Till with a sudden bound of smart reproach, 

Such as an idler deals with in his shame, 

1 to the sport betook myself again. 

A gracious spirit o’er this earth presides, 

And o’er the lieart of man ; invisibly 
It comes, to works of unreproved dehglit, 

And tendency benign, directing those 

Who care not, know not, think not, wliafc they do. 

The tales that charm away the Avakoful night 

In Araby, romances ; legends penned 

Por solace by dim light of monkish lamps ; 

Pictions, for ladies of their love, devised 
By youthful squires ; adventures endless, spun 
By the dismantled warrior in old age, 

Out of the bowels of those very schemes 
which his youth did first extravagate ; 

These spread like day, and something in the shape 
Of these will live till man shall be no more. 
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yearnings, hidden appetites, are ours, 

Juad th^ must have their food. Our childhood sits, 
Our simple childhood, sits upon a throne 
That hath more power than all the elements. 

I guess not what this tells of Being past, 

Nor what it augurs of the life to come ; 

But so it is ; and, in that dubious hour — 

That twilight — when we first begin to see 
This dawning earth, to recognise, expect, 

And, in the long probation that ensues, 

The time of trial, ere we learn to live 
In reconcilement with our stinted powers ; 

To endure this state of meagre va^alage, 

TJnwiUmg to forego, confess, submit, 

Uneasy and unsettled, yoke-fellows 
To custom, mettlesome, and not yet tamed 
And humbled down — oh ! then we feel, we feel, 

We know where we have friends, Te dreamers, then, 
Forgers of daring tales ! we bless you then, 
Impostors, drivellers, dotards, as the ape 
Philosophy will call you : then w e feel 
'Wit)! what, and liow great might ye are in league, 
Who mate oiir wish, our power, our thought a deed, 
An empire, a possession, — yo w hom time 
Aud seasons serve ; all Faculties to whom 
Earth crouches, the elements are potter’s clay, 

Space like a heaven filled up with northern lights, 

, Here, now'here, there, and everywhere at once. 

Eelinquishing this lofty eminence 
For ground, though humbler, not the less a tract ^ 
Of the same isthmus, w’hich our spirits cross 
In progress from their native continent 
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To earth and human life, the Song might dwell 
On that delightful time of growing youth, 

When craving for the marvellous gives way 
To strengthening love for things that w^e have seen ; 
,WTien sober truth and steady sympathies, 

Offered to notice by less daring pens, 

Take firmer hold of us, and w'ords themselves 
Move us with conscious pleasure. 

• I am sad 

At thought of rapture now for ever flown ; 

Almost to tears I sometimes could be Siid 
To think of, to read over, many a page, 

Poems withal of name, wdiich at that time 
Did never fail to entrance me, and are now 
Dead in my eyes, dead as a theatre 
Presh emptied of spectators. Twice five years 
Or less I might have seen, when first my mind 
With conscious pleasure opened to the charm 
Of words in tuneful order, found them sweet 
Per their own sakes, a passiou, and a power 5 
And phrases pleased me chosen for delight. 

For pomp, or love. Oft, in the public roads 
Yefc unfrequented, while the morning light 
Was yellowing the hill tops, I -went abroad 
With a dear friend, and for the better part 
Of two delightful hours strolled along 
By the still borders of the misty lake, 

Repeating favourite verses with one voice, 

Or conning more, as happy as the birds 

That round us chaunted. Well miglit we be glad, 

Lifted above the ground by airy fiincies, 

More bright than madness or the dreams of wine ; 
And, though full oft the objects of our love 
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Were fake, mid in their splendour overwrought, Sfo 
Tet was there surely then no vulgar power 
Working within us, — ^nothing less, in truth, 

Than that most noble attribute of man, 

Though yet untutored and inordinate, 

That wish for something loftier, more adorned, 

Tlian is the common aspect, daily garb, 

Of human life. What -wonder, then, if sounds 
Of exultation echoed through the groves ! ^ 

Por, images, and sentiments, and words, 

And everything encountered or pursued 
In that delicious w'orld of poesy. 

Kept holiday, a never-ending show, 

With music, incense, festival, and flowers ! 

Here must w^e pause : this only let me add, 

Prom heart-experience, and in humblest sense 
Of modesty, that he, wdio in his youth 
A daily wanderer among woods and fields 
With living Nature hath been intimate, 

Not only in that raw unpractised time 
Is stirred to extasy, as others are, 

By glittering verse ; but further, doth receive, 

In measure only dealt out to himself, 

Knowledge and increase of enduring joy 
Prom the great Naturevthat exists in works 
Of mighty Poets. Visionary power 
Attends the motions of the viewdess winds, 

Embodied in the mystery of words : 

There, darkness makes abode, and all the host 
Of shadowy things work endless changes, — there, 

As in a mansion like their proper home, 

Even forms and substances are circumfused 
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By that transparent veil with light divine. 
And, through the turnings intricate of verse^ 
Present themselves as objects recognised, 

In flashes, and with glory not their own. 
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The leaves were fading when to Estliwaite’s banks 
And the simplicities of cottage life 
I bade farewell ; and, one among the youth 
Who, summoned by that season, reunite 
As scattered birds troop to the fowler’s lure, 

Went back to Grauta’s cloisters, not so prompt 
Or eager, though as gay and undepressed 
In mind, as when I thence had taken flight 
A few short months before. I turned my face 
Without repining from the coves and heights 
Clothed in the sunshine of the withering fern; 
Quitted, not loth, the mild magnificence 
Of calmer lakes and louder streams ; and you, 
Frank-hearted maids of rocky Cumberland, 

You and your not unwelcome days of mirth, 
Eelinquished, and your nights of revelry, 

And in my own unlovely cell sate down 
In lightsome mood — such privilege has youth 
That cannot take long leave of pleasant thoughts, 



THS: PBBLT7BB. 


The bonds of indolent societj 
Eelftxing in their hold, hencelbrth I lived 
More to myself. Two winters may be passed 
Without a separate notice : many books 
Were skimmed, devoured, or studiously perused, 

But with no settled plan. 1 was detached 
Internally from academic cares ; 

Tet independent study seemed a course 
Of hardy disobedience toward friends 
Jind kindred, proud rebellion and \inkind. 

This spurious virtue, rather let it bear c 

A name it now deserves, this cowardice, 

Gave treacherous sanction to that over-love 

Of freedom which encouraged me to turn 

TVom regulations even of my own 

As from restraints and bonds. Yet who can tell — 

Who knows what thus may have been gained, both tlien 

And at a later season, or preserved ; 

What love of nature, ^vbat original strength 
Of contemplation, what intuitive truths 
The deepest and the best, what keen research, 
Unbiassed, unbewildered, and unawed ? 

The Poet’s soul was with me at that time : 

Sweet meditations, the still overflow 
Of present happiness, wdiile future years 
Lacked not anticipations, tender dreams, 

No few of which have since been realised ; 

And some remain, hopes for iny future life. 

Four years and thirty, told this very week, 

Have I been now a sojourner on earth, , 

By sorrow not unsmitten ; yet for me 
I^e*s morning radiance hath not left the hills, 
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Her dew is on the flowers. Those were the days 
Which also first emboldened me to trust 
With fipiimess, hitherto but slightly touched . 

Ey such a daring thought, that I might leave 
Some monument behind me which pure hearts 
Should reverence. The instinctive humbleness, 
Maintained even by the very name and thought 
Of printed books and authorship, began 
To melt away ; and further, the dread awe 
Of mjghty names was softened down and seemed 
Approachable, admitting fellowship 
Of modest sympathy. Such aspect now, 

Though not familiarly, my mind put on, 

Content to observe, to achieve, and to enjoy* 

All winter long, whenever free to choose, 

Did I by night frequent the College grove 
And tributary walks ; the last, and oft 
The only one, who had been lingering there 
Through hours ol’ silence, till the porter’s bell, 

A pimctual follower on the stroke of nine, 

Eang Avith its blunt unreremoiiious voice ; 
Inexorable siuniuons ! Lofty elms, 

Inviting shades of opportune recess. 

Bestowed composure on a neighbourhood 
Dnpeaceful in itself. A single tree 
With sinuous t runic, boughs exquisitely wreathed. 
Grew there ; an ash which Winter for liimself 
Decked out with pride, and with outlandish grace : 
Dp from the ground, and almost to the top, 

The trunk and every master branch were green 
With clustering ivy, and tho lightsome twigs 
Xnd outer spray profusely tipped with seeds 
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That huBg in yellow taseeis; while the air 
Stirred them, not voiceless. Often have I stood 
Foot^hound nplooking at this lovely tree 
Beneath a frosty moon. The hemisphere 
Of magic fiction, verse of mine perchance 
May never tread ; but scarcely Spenser’s self 
Oould have more tranquil visions in his youth, 
Or could more bright appearaiices create 
Of human forma with superhuman powers, 

Thau I beheld, loitering on calm clear iiigl/s 
Alone, beneath this fairy work of earth. 

On the vague reading of a truant youth 
’Twere idle to descant. My inner judgment 
Not seldom differed from rny taste iu books, 

As if it appertained to another mind, 

And yet the books which then I valued most 
Are dearest to me noio; for, having scanned^ 
Not heedlessly, the laws, and watched the forms 
Of Nature, in tliat knowledge I possessed 
A standard, often usefully applied, 

Even when unconsciously, to things removed 
From a familiar sympathy. — In fine, 

I was a better judge of thoughts than words, 
Misled in estimating words, not only 
By common inexperience of youth, 

But by the trade in classic niceties, 

The dangerous craft, of culling term and phrase 
From languages tliat want the living voice 
To carry meaning to the natural heart ; 

To tell us what is passion, what is truth, 

What reason, wliat simplicity and sense. 
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Tet may we net entirely overlook 
The pleasure gathered from the rudiments 
Of geometric science. Though advanced 
In these enquiries, with regret I speak, 

No farther than the threshold, there I found 
^ Both elevation and composed delight : 

With Indian awe and wonder, ignorance pleased 
With its own struggles, did I meditate 
On the relation those abstractions bear 
To Naiure’s laws, and by what process led, 

Those immaterial agents bowed their heads 
Duly to serve the mind of earth-born man ; 

Erom star to star, from kindred sphere to sphere, 
Erom system on to system without end. 

More frequently from the same source I drew 
A pleasure quiet and profound, a sense 
Of permanent and universal sway, 

And paramount belief; there, recognised 
• A type, for finite natures, of the one 
Supreme Existence, the surpassing life 
Which — to the boundaries of space and time. 

Of melancholy space and doleful time, 

Superior and incapable of change. 

Nor touched by welterings of passion — is, 

And hath the name of, God. Transcendent peace 
And silence did await upon these thoughts / // o 

That were a frequent comfort to my youth. 

’Tis told by one whom stormy waters threw, 

With fellow-sufferers by the shipwreck spared, 

TJpon a desert coast, that having brought 
To land a single volume, saved by chance, 

VOL. V. 1* 
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A^mihe of Geometty, he iront, 

Jlj!th6iagh of food and clothing destitate. 

And heyond common wretchedness depressed^ 

To part ftom company and take this book 
(Th^ first a self-taught pupil in its truths) 

To spots remote, and draw his diagrams 

With a long staff upon the sand, and thus 

’3Did oft beguile his sorrow, and almost 

VoT^ his feeling : so (if like effect 

From the same cause produced, ’mid outward things 

So different, may rightly be compared), 

So was it then with me, and so will be 
With Poets ever. Mighty is the charm 
Of those abstractions to a mind beset 
With images and haunted by herself, 

And specially delightful unto me 
Was that clear synthesis built up aloft 
So gracefully ; even then when it appearedf 
Not more than a mere plaything, or a toy 
To sense embodied : not the thing it is 
In verity, an independent world, 

Created out of pure intelligence. 

Such dispositions then were mine unearned 
By aught, I fear, of genuine desert — 

Mine, through heaven’s grace and inborn aptitudes. 
And not to leave the story of that time 
Imperfect, with these habits must bo joined, 

Moods melanchol)’^, fits of spleen, that loved 
A pensive sky, sad days, and piping winds, 

The twilight more than dawm, autumn than spring ; 
A treasured and luxurious gloom of choice 
And inclination mainly, and the mere 
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Hedundancy of youth’s contentedness, 

-—To tiiuo thus spout, add multitudes of hours 
Pilfered away, by what the Bard who sang 
Of the Enchanter Indolence hath called 
** Good-natured lounging/’ and behold a map 
Of my collegiate life— far less intense 
Than duty called for, or, without regard 
To duty, might have sprung up of itself 
By change of accidents, or even, to speak 
Without Twikindness, in another place. 

Yet why take refuge in that plea ? — the fault, 

This I repeat, was mine ; mine be the blame. 

In summer, making quest for works of art, 

Or scenes renowned for beauty, I explored 
That streamlet whose blue current worlvs its way 
Between romantic Dovedale’s spiry rocks ; 

Pried into Yorkshire dales, or hidden tracts 
Of my own native region, and was blest 
Between these sundry wanderings with a joy 
Above all joys, that seemed another morn 
Iliseii on mid noon ; blest with the presence, Friend 
Of that sole Sister, her who hath been long 
Dear to thee also, thy true friend and mine, 

Now, after separation desolate, 

Restored to me — such absence that she seemed 
A gift then first bestowed. The varied banks 
Of Emont, hitherto unnamed in song, 

And that monastic castle, ’mid tall trees, 

Low standing by the margin of the stream, 

A mansion visited (as fame reports) 

By Sidney, where, in sight of our Helvcllyn, 

Or stormy Cross-fell, snatches he might pen 
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Of Tiis Arcadia, by fraternal love 
Inspired ; — ^that river and those mouldering towers 
Have seen us side by side, when, having clorab 
The darksome windings of a broken stair, 

And crept along a ridge of fractured wall, 

Not without trembling, we in safety looked 
Forth, through some Gothic window’s open space, 
And gathered with one mind a rich reward 
From the far-stretching landscape, by the light 
Of morning beautified, or purple eve ; r* 

Or, not less pleased, lay on some turret’s head, , . 
Catching from tufts of grass and hare-bell flowort? 
Their faintest whisper to the passing breeze, 

Given out while mid-day heat oppressed the plains 

Another maid there was, who also shed 
A gladness o’er that season, tlien to me, 

By her exulting outside look of youth 
And placid uiidcr-countenance, first endeared ; 

That other spirit, Coleridge ! who is now 
So near to us, that meek confiding heart, 

So reverenced by us both. O’er paths and field . 
In all that neighbourhood, through narrow lanes 
Of eglantine, and through the shady woods, 

And o’er the Border Beacon, and the waste 
Of naked pools, and common crag5j that lay 
Exposed on the bare fell, were scattered love. 

The spirit of pleasure, and youth’s golden gleam, 

O Friend ! we had not seen thee at that time, 

And yet a power is on me, and a strong 
Confusion, and I seem to plant thee there. 

Far art thou wandered now in search of health 
And milder breezes, — melancholy lot ! 
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But thou art with ua^ with us in the past, 

The present, with us in the times to come. 

There is no <p^et, no sorrow, no despair, 

No languor, no dejection, no dismay, 

No absence scarcely can there be, for those 
Who love as we do. Speed thee well ! divide 
With US thy pleasure ; thy returning strength^ 
lleceive it daily as a joy of ours ; 

Share with us thy fresh spirits, whether gift 
Of gales Etesian or of tender thoughts. 

I, too, have been a wanderer ; but, alas ! 

How different the fate of different men. 

Thongh mutually unknown, yea nursed and reared 
As if in several elements, we were framed 
To bend at last to the same discipline, 

Predestined, if two beings ever were, 

To seek tlie same deliglits, and have one health, 

One happiness. Throughout this narrative, 

Else sooner ended, I have borne in iniud 

Eor whom it registers tho birth, and marks the growth^ 

Of gentleness, simplicity, and truth, 

And joyous loves, that hallow innocent days 
Of peace and self-command. Of rivers, fields, 
jVnd groves I speak to thee, my Erieiid ! to thee, 
Who, yet a liveried schoolboy, in the depths 
Of the huge city, on the leaded roof 
Of that wide edifice, thy school and home, 

Wert used to lie and gaze upon the clouds 
Moving in heaven ; or, of that pleasure tired, 

To ghut thine eyes, and by internal light 
See trees, and meadows, and thy native stream, 

Far distant, thus beheld from year to year 
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Of a long exile. Nor could I forget. 

In this late portion of my argument^ 

That scarcely, as my term of pupilage 
Ceased, had I left those academic bowers 
When thou wert thither guided. From the heart , 
Of London, and from cloisters there, thou earnest, 
Aiad didst sit down in temperance and peace, ^ 

A, rigorous student. What a stormy course 
Then followed. Oh ! it is a pang that calls 
For utterance, to think what easy change 
Of circumstances might to thee liavc spared 
A world of pain, ripened a thousand hopes, 

For ever withered. Through this retrospect 
Of my collegiate life I still liave had 
Thy after-sojourn in the self-same place 
Present before my eyes, have played with times 
And accidents as children do with cards, ^ 

Or as a man, who, when his house is built, 

A frame locked up in w^ood and stone, doth still, 

As impotent fancy prompts, by his fii’eside, 

Bebuild it to hia liking. I have thought 
Of thee, thy learning, gorgeous eloquence, 

And all the strength and plumage of thy youth, 

Thy subtle speculations, toils abstruse 

Among the schoolmen, and Platonic forms 

Of wild ideal pageantry, shaped out 

From things well-matched or ill, and words for things, 

The self- created sustenance of a mind 

Debarred from Nature’s living images, 

Compelled to be a life unto herself. 

And unrelentingly possessed by thirst 
Of greatness, love, and beauty. Not alone. 

Ah I surely not in singleness of heart 
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Should I have seen the light of evening fade 
Prom smooth Cam’s silent waters : had we met. 
Even at that early time, needs must I trust 
In the belief, tliat my maturer age, 3 /c> 

Mycalmer habits, and more steady voice, 

Would with an influence benign have soothed. 

Or chased away, the airy wretchedness 
That battened on thy youth. But thou hast trod 
A majfch of glory, which doth put to shame 
These vain regrets ; health suflers in thee, else 
Such grief for thee would be the weakest though^ 
That ever harboured in the breast of man. 

A passing word erewhile did lightly touch 
On wanderings of my own, that now embraced 
With livelier hope a region wdder far. 

When the third summer freed us from restraint, 
A youthful friend, he too a mountaineer, 

Not slow to sliare my wishes, took his staff, 

And sallying fortli, we journeyed side b}'^ side. 
Bound to the distant Alps. A hardy slight, 

Did this unprecedented course imply, 

Of college studies and their sot rewards ; 

Nor had, in truth, the scheme been formed by me 
Without uneasy forethought of the pain, 

The censures, and ill-omening, of those 
To whom my worldly interests were dear. 

But Nature then was sovereign in my mind, 

And mighty forms, seizing a youthful fancy, 

Had given a charter to irregular hopes. 

In any ago of uneventful calm 

Among the nations, surely would my heart 
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Have been possessed by similar desire ; 

But Europe at that time was thrilled with joy, 

Erance standing on the top of golden hours, 

And human nature seeming born again. 

Lightly equipped, and but a few brief looks 
Cast on the white cliffs of our native shore 
Vrnm the receding vessel’s deck, we chanced 
land at Calais on the very eve ^ 

Of that great federal day ; and there we saw, 

In a mean city, and among a few, 

How bright a face is worn 'when joy of one 
la joy for tens of millions. Southward thence 
We held our way, direct through hamlets, towns, 
Gnudy willi reliques of that festival, 

Elowers left to wither on triumphal arcs, 

And window-garlands. On the public roads. 

And, once, three days successively, through paths 
By which our toilsome journey was abridged. 

Among sequestered villages W’e walked 
And found benevolence and blessedness 
Spread like a fragrance everywhere, when spring 
Hath left no comer of the laud untouched ; 

Where elms for many and many a league in files 
With tlieir thin umbrage, on the stately roads 
Of that great kingdom, rustled o’er our heads, 

For ever near us as we paced along : 

How sweet at such a time, with such delight 
On ey^ry side, in prime of youthful strength, 

To feed a Poet’s tender melancholy 

And fond conceit of sadness, with the sound 

Of undulations varying as might please 

The wind that swayed them ; once, and more than once, 
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tJnlioused beneath the evening star "we saw ^yp 
Dances of liberty, and, in late hours 
Of darkness, dances in the open air 
Deftly prolonged, though grey-haired lookers on 
Might waste their breath in chiding. 

Under hills— 

The vine-clad hills and slopes of Burgundy, 

Upon the bosom of the gentle Saonc 
We glid^ forward with the flowing stream. 

Swift Ehone ! thou wert the wings on which we cut 
A winding passage willi majestic ease 
Between thy lofty rocks. Enchanting show 
Those woods and farms and orchards did present, 

And single' cottages and lurking towns, 

Eeach after reach, succession without cud 
Of deep and stately vales ! A lonely pair 
Of strangers, till day closed, we sailed along 
Clustered together with a merry crowd 
O.f those emancipated, a blithe host 
Of travellers, chiefly delegates, returning 
From the great spousals newly solemnised 3 
At their chief city, in the sight of Heaven. 

Ijike bees they swarmed, gaudy and gay as bees ; 

Some vapoured in the unruliness of joy, 

And with their swords flourished as if to fight 
The saucy air. In this proud company 
We landed — took with them our evening me d, 

DuestvS welcome almost as the angels were 
To Abraham of old. The supper done, 

With flowing cups elate and happy thoughts 
We rose at signal given, and formed a ring 
Anfl, hand in hand, danced round and round the board ; 
All hearts were open, every tongue was loud 
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With aimity and glee j we bore a name 
Honoured in France, the name of Englishmen, 

And hospitably did they give us hail, 

As their forerunners in a glorious course ; 

And round and round the board wo danced again* 
With these blithe friends our voyage we renewed 
At early dawn. The monastery bells 
Made a sweet jingling in our youthful cars ; 

Thei riqjid river flowing without noise, 

And each uprising or receding spire 
Spake with a sense of peace, at intervals 
Touching the heart amid the boisterous crew 
By whom we were encompassed. Taking leave 
Of this glad throng, foot-travcJlers side by side, 
Measuring our steps in quiet, pursued 
Our journey, and ere twice the sun had set 
Beheld the Convent of Chartreuse, and there 
Bested within an awful solitude : *u 

Yes ; for even then no other than a place 
Of soul-affecting solitude appeared 
That far-famed region, though our eyes had seen, 

As toward the sacred mansion we advanced, 

Arms flashing, and a military glare 
Of riotous men commissioned to expel 
The blameless inmates, and belike subvert 
That frame of social being, w hicli so long 
Had bodied fo»th the ghostliiiess of things 
In siUmce visible and pei^ctual calm. 

— “ Stay, stay your sacrilegious hands ! ” — The voice 
Was Nature’s, uttered from her Alpine throne ; 

I heard it then and seem to hear it now — 

**Tour impious work forbear, perish what may, 
liCt this one temple last, be this one spot 
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Of ^arth devoted to eternity ! ” 

She ceasea to speak, but while St. Bruno’s pines * 
Waved their dark tops, not silent as they waved, 

And while below, along their several beds, 

Murmured the sister streams of Life and Death, W 
Thus by conflicting passions pressed, my lieart 
Eesponded ; “ Honour to the patriot’s zeal ! 

Glory and hope to new-born Liberty ! 

Hail t* the mighty projects of the time ! 

Discerning sword that J ustice wields, do thou 
Go forth and prosper ; and, ye purging fires, 

Up to tlie loftiest towers of Pride ascend, 

Panned by the breath of angry Providence. 

But oh ! if Past and Future be tho wings 
On whose support harmoniously conjoined 
Moves the great spirit of human knowledge, spiiro 
These courts of mystery, where a step advanced 
Between the portals of the shadowy rocks 
Loaves far behind life’s treacherous vanities, 

For penitential tears and trembling hopes 
Exchanged — ^to equalise in God’s pure sight 
Mouarch and peasant; be the house redeem (‘d 
With its unworldly votaries, for the sake 
Of conquest over sense, hourly achieved 
Through faith and meditative reason, resting 
Upon the word of heaven-imparted truth, 

Calmly triumphant ; and for humbter claim 

Of that imaginative impulse sent 

From these majestic floods, yon shining cliffs, 

The untranamuted shapes of many worlds, 

^Cerulean ether’s pure inhabitants, 

These forests unapproachable by death, 

That shall endure as long as man endures, 
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To tliink, to hope, to worship, and to feel, 

To straggle, to be lost within himself ^74;^ 
In trepidation, from the blank abyss 
To look with bodily eyes, and be consoled.” 

Not seldom since that moment have I wished 
^Fhat thou, 0 Triend ! the trouble or the calm 
Hadst shared, when, from profane regards apart, 
la sympathetic reverence we trod 
The floors of those dim cloisters, till that h our, 
TVom their foundation, strangers to the presence 
Of unrestricted and unthinking man. 

Abroad, how cheeringly the sunshine lay ^ 
Upon the open lawns ! Vallombrc*s groves 
Entering, we fed the soul with darkness ; thence 
Issued, and with uplifted eyes beheld, 

In different quart(?rs of the bending sky, 

The cross of Jesns stand erect, as if 
Hands of angelic powers had fixed it there, 
Memorial reverenced by a thousand storms ; 

Tet then, from the undiscriminating sweep 
And rage of one State-whirlwind, insecure. 

*Tis not my present purpose to retrace 
That variegated journey step by step. 

A march it was of military speed. 

And Earth did change her images and forms 
Before us, fast as clouds are changed in heaven. 
Day after day, up early and down late, 

From hill to vale w'e dropped, from vale to hill 
Mounted — from province on to province swept, 
Keen hunters in a chase of fourteen w'eeks, 
Eager as birds of prey, or as a ship 
Upon the stretch, when Avinds are blowing fair : 





Sweet cevei*ts did we cross of pastoral life, 

Enticing valleys, greeted them and left 
Too soon, while yet the very flash and glenni 
Of salutation were not passed away. 

Oh ! sorrow for the youth who could have scon, 
Unchastened, unsubdued, unawed, unraised 
To patriarchal dignity of mind, 

And pure simplicity of wish and will, 
lliose sanctified abodes of peaceful man, 

Pleased ^ougli to hardship born, and compassed round 
With danger, varying as the seasons change), 

Pleased with his daily task, or, if not pleased, 
Contented, from the moment that the dawn 
Ah ! surely not without attendant gleams 
Of soul-illumination) calls him forth 
To industry, by glisfcenings flung on rocks, 

Whose evening shadow^s lead liim to repost'. 

Well might a stranger look witli bounding heart 
Down on a green recess, the first I saw 
Of those deep haunts, an aboriginal vale, r 

Quiet and lorded over and possessed 
By naked huts, wood-built, and sown like tents 
Or Indian cabins over the fresh lawns 
And by the river side. 

That very day, 

From a bare ridge we also first beheld 
Unveiled the summit of Mont Blanc, and grieved 
To have a souUess image on the eye 
That had usurped upon a living thought 
That never more could be. The wondrous Vale 
Of Chamouny stretched far below, and soon 
V^ith its dumb cataracts and streams of ice, 
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A DttotiQBless array of mighly 'waves, 

Kve rivers broad and vast, made rici amends* 
And reconciled us to realities ; 

There small birds 'warble from the leafy trees, 

The eagle soars high in the element, 

There doth the reaper bind tho yellow sheaf. 

The maiden spread the haycock in the sun, 

While Winter like a well-tamed lion walks, 
Descending from the mountain to make sport 
Among the cottages by beds of flowers. 

' Whatever in this wide circuit we beheld, 

Or heard, was fitted to our unripe state 
Of intellect and heart. Wiili such a book 
Before our eyes, we could not choose but read 
Lessons of genuine brotherhood, the plain 
And universal reason of mankind, 

The truths of young and old. Nor, side by side 
Pacing, two social pilgrims, or alone 
Each with his humour, could vro fliil to abound 
In dreams and fictions, pensively composed : 
Dejection taken up for pleasure’s sake, 

^Vnd gilded sympathies, the willow 'wreath, 

And sober posies of funereal flowers, 

Gathered among those solitudes sublime 
.From formal gardens of the lady Sorrow, 

Did s'weofoii many a meditative hour. 

Tct stiil in me with those soft lu: uries 
Mixed Bometliing cl‘ stem mood, an under-thirst 
Of vigour seldom utterly allayed : 

And from that source how difierent a sadness , 
Would issue, let one incident make known. 



Wien from the Vallais we h^d turned, Aud clemb 
Along the Simplon’s steep and Fugged road, 

Following a hand of muleteers, we reached 
A halting-place, where all together took 
Their noon-tide meal. Hastily rose our guide. 
Leaving ns at the board ; awhile we lingered. 

Then paced the beaten downward way that led >4T^ 

Bight to a rough stream’s edge, and there broke off ; 

The only track now visible was one 

That froiPjJthe torrent’s further brink held forth 

Conspicuous invitation to ascend 

A lofty mountain. After brief delay 

Crossing the unbridged stream, that road we took, 

And clomb with eagerness, till anxious fears 

Intruded, for wo failed to overtake 

Our comrades gone before. By fortunate chance, 

While every moment added doubt to doubt, 

A peasant met us, from whoso mouth we learned 
That to the spot which had perplexed us first 
We must descend, and there should find the road, 
Which in the stony channel of the stream 
Lay a lew steps, and then along its banks ; 

And, that our future course, all plain to sight, 

Was downwards, with the current of that stream^ 

Loth to believe what we so grieved to hear, 

For still we had hopes that pointed to the clouds, 

We questioned him again, and yet again ; 

But every word that from the peasant’s lips 
Came in reply, translated by our feelings, 

Ended in this , — that we had crossed the Alps. 

Imagination — here the Power so-called 
Through sad incompetence of human speech, , 
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\ Tlmt awful Power rose from the mind’s abjss 

! Jjike an unfathered vapour that enwraps, 

At once, some lonelj traveller. I was lost ; 

J^alted without an effort to break through ; 

I But to my conscious soul 1 now can say — 

I recognise thy g lory in such strength 
Of usurpation, when the light of sense 
(sloes out, but with a flash that has revoaU u 
^I'he invisible world, doth greatness make ahode, 
There harbours ; whether wo be young or ^^hi, 

Our destiny, our being’s heart and home, 

Is with infinitude, and only there ; 

With hope it is, hope that can never die, 

Effort, and expectation, and desire, 

And something evermore about to he. 

Under such banners militant, tho soul 
Seeks for no trophies, struggles for no spoils 
'fhat may attest her prowess, blest in thoughts 
That arc their owu perfection and reward, 

Strong in herself and in beatitude 
That hides her, like the mighty flood of I^ile 
Poured from his fount of Abyssinian clouds 
To fertilise the whole Egyptian plain. 

The melancholy slackening that ensued 
Upon those tidings by the peasant given 
Was Soon dislodged. Downwards we hurried fasi. 
And, with the halfpshaped road which we had missed, 
Entered a narrow chasm. *The brook and road 
Were fellow-travellers in this gloomy strait, 

Aiid with them did we journey several hours 
At a slow pace. The immeasurable height 
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Of woods decaying, never to be decayed, 

The stationary blasts of waterfalls, 

And in the narrow rent at every turn 

Winds thwarting winds, bewildered and forlorn, ^ Mp 

The torrents shooting from the clear blue sky, 

The rocks that muttered close upon our ears, 

Black drizzling crags that spake by the way-side 
As if a voice were in them, the sick sight 
And giddy prospect of the raving stream, 

The unfettered clouds and region of the Heavens, 
Tumult and peace, the darkness and the light— 

Were all lilve workings of one mind, the features 
Of the same face, blossoms upon one tree ; 

Characters of tlui great Apocalypse, & 4 tv- 

The types and symbols of Eternity, 

Of first, and last, and midst, and witliout end. 

That night our lodging was a house that stood 
Alone within tlie valley, at a point 
Where, tumhling from aloft, a torrent swelled 
The rapid stream wliose margin we had trod ; 

A dreary mansion, largo beyond all need, 

Witli high and spacious rooms, deafened and stunned 
By noise of waters, making innocent sleep 
Lie mehmcholy among weary hones. . 

Uprisen betimes, our journey we renewed, 

Led by the stream, ere noon-day magnified 
Into a lordly river, broad and deep, 

Dimpling along in silent majesty, 

With mountains for its neighbours, and in view 
Of jlistant mountains and their snowy tops, 
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Kt rating-place for sixcli a visitant* 
iiocamo t spreading out in width like Heaven, 
How dost thou cleave to the poetic heart, {Jfe o 
Bask in the sunshine of the memory ; 

And Como ! thou, a treasure whom the earth 
Keeps to herself, confined as in a depth 
of Abyssinian privacy. I spake 
Of thee, thy chestnut woods, and garden plots 
Of Indian corn tended by dark-eyed maidis ; 

Thy lofty steeps, and pathways roofed with vines. 
Winding from house to house, from town to town, 
Sole link that binds them to each other ; w^alkB, 
League after league, and cloistral avenues, j 7 
Where silence dwells if music be not there : 

While yet a youth undisciplined in verse, 

Through fond ambition of that hour 1 strove 
To chant your praise ; nor can approach you now 
TJngrceted by a more melodious Song, 

Where tones of Nature smoothed by learned Art 
May flow ill lasting current. Like a breeze 
Or sunbeam over your domain I passed 
In motion without pause ; but ye have left 
Tour beauty with me, a serene accord 
Of forms and colours, passive, yet endowed 
In their submissivene.ss with pow’er as sweet 
Aaid gracious, almost, might 1 dare to say, 

As virtue is, or goodness ; sweet as love, 

Or the remembrance of a generous deed, 

Or mildest visitations of pure thought, 

When Crod, the giver of all joy, is thanked 
Eeligiously, in silent blessedness ; 

Sweet as this last herself, for such it is. 
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With those delightful pathways we ad^nced, 

For two days* space, in presence of the Lake, 

That, stretching for among the Alps, assumed 
A character more stern. The second night, 

From sleep awakened, and misled by sound 
Of the church clock telling the hours with strokes 
Whose import then we had not learned, we rose 
By moonlight, doubting not that day was nigh. 

And that meanwhile, by no uncertain path, 

Alongihe winding margin of the lake, 

Led, as before, we should behold the scone 
Hushed in profound repose. We left the town 
Of Gravedoiia with this hope ; but soon 
Were lost, bewildered among woods immense, 

And on a rock sate down, to wait for day. 

An open place it was, and overlooked, 

From bigli, the sullen watoi’ far beneath, 

On which a diiU rod image of iljr moon 
Lay bedded, changing oft ('u limes its form 
’ Like an uneasv snake. From liour to hour 
We sate and sate, wondenng, as if the night 7/0 
Had been ensnared by witchcraft. On tlie rock 
At last we stretched our wear}' limbs for sleep, 

But could not sleep, tormented by the stings 
Of insects, which, with noise like that of noon, 

Filled all tlie woods : the cry of link no wu birds ; 

The mountains more by blackness visible 
And their own size, than any outward light ; 

Tlie breathless wilderness of clouds ; the clock 
That told, with unintelligible voice, 

The widely parted hours ; the noise of streams, 7 ;;^£j 
And sometimes rustling motions nigh at hand, 
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That did not leave ub free from personal fear; 

And, lastly, the withdrawing moon, that set 
Before us, while she still was high in heaven ; — 
These were our food ; and such a summer’s night 
followed that pair of golden days that shed 
On Como’s Lake, and all that round it lay, 

Their fairest, softest, happiest influence. 

But here I must break off, and bid farewell 
To clays, each offering some new sight, orTrauglit 7^ 
With some untried adventure, in a course 
Prolonged till sprinklings of autumnal snow 
Checked our unwearied steps. Let this alone 
Be mentioned as a parting word, that not 
In hollow exultation, dealing out 
Hyperboles of praise comparative ; 

Not rich one moment to he poor for ever ; 

Not prostrate, overborne, as if the mind 
Herself were nothing, a mer<> pensioner 
On outward forms — did we in presence stand " 

Of that magnificent region. On the front 
Of this wliole Song is written that my heart 
in such Temple, needs have offered uj> 

A different worship. Finally, whate’er 
I saw, or heard, or felt, was but a stream 
That flowed into a kindred stream ; a gale, 
Confederate with the current of the soul, 

To speed my voyage ; every sound or sight. 

In its degree of power, administered 
To grandeur or to tenderness, — to the one 
Directly, but to tender thoughts by means 
Less often instantaneous in effect ; 

Led me to these b}' paths that, in the mam, 
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Were more circuitous, but not less sure 
Duly to rej^cb tbe point marked out by Heaven, 

Oh, most beloved Friend ! a glorious time, 

A happy time that was ; triumphant looks 
Were then the common language of all eyes ; 

As if awaked from sleep, the Nations hailed 
Their great expectancy : the fife of vrar 7^^ 
Was thiyi a spirit-stirring sound indeed, 

A blackbird’s whistle in a budding groA'C. 

We left the Swiss exulting in the fate 

Of their near neighbours ; and, when shortening faei 

Our pilgrimage, nor distant far from home, 

We crossed the Brabant armies on the fret 
For battle in the cause of Liberty. 

A stripling, scarcely of the household then 
Of social life, I looked upon these things 
As from a distance ; heard, and saw, and felt, 

\Vas touched, but with no intimate concern j 
I seemed to move along them, as a bird 
Moves tlirough the air, or as a fish pursues 
Its sport, or feeds in its proper clement ; 

I wanted not that joy, I did not need 
Such help ; the ever-living universe, 

Turn where 1 might, was opening out its glories, 

And the independent spirit of pure youth 
Called forth, at every season, new delights, 

Spread roiind my steps like sunshine o’er green fields. - 
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BOOK SEmrTH. 

RESIDENCE IN LONDON. 

Six oJ^angefxil years have vanished since I first 
Poured out (saluted by that quickening breeze 
'Which met me issuing from the City’s * walls) 

A glad preamble to this Verse : I sang 
Aloud, with fervour irresistible 
Of short-lived transport, like a torrent bursting, 
Prom a black thunder-cloud, down Scafell’s side 
To rush and disappear. But soon broke forth 
(So willed the Muse) a less impetuous stream, 

That flowed awhile with unabating strength, 

Then stopped for years ; not audihie again 
Before last primrose- time. Belov M Priend ! 

The assiu’iince which then cheered some heavy thoughts 
On thy departure to a foreign land 
Has failed ; too slowly moves the promised work. 
Through the whole summer have 1 been at rest, 
Partly from voluntary holiday, 

And part through outward hindrance. But 1 }ieard:> 
After the hour of suiibot ycster-cven, 

Bitting witliiu doors between light *»nd dark, 

A choir of red-breasts gathered somewhere near 
My threshold, — minstrels from the distant woods 
Bent in qn Winter’s servicoj to announce, 

With preparation artful and benign, 
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That the rough lord had left .the surly North 
On his aceustoiaed journey. The delight, 

2>ue to this timely notice, unawares 
Smote me, and, listening, I in whispers said, 

To heartsome Choristers, ye and I will be 
Associates, and, unscared by blustering winds. 
Will chant together.” Thereafter, as the shades 
Of twilight deepened, going forth, I spied 
A glo^-worm underneath a dusky plume 
Or canopy of yet unwithered fern, 

Clear^shining, like a hermit’s taper seen 
Through a thick forest. Silence touched me herl^ 
No less than sound had done before ; the child 
Of Summer, lingering, shining, by herself, 

The voiceless worm on the unfrequented hills, 
Seemed sent on the same errand witli ilie choir 
Of Winter that had warbled at my door, 

And the whole year breathed tenderness and love. 

The last night’s genial feeling overflowed 
Upon this morning, and my favourite grove, 
Tossiug in sunshine its dark boughs aloft, 

As if to make the strong wind visible, 

Wakes in me agitations like its own, 

A spirit friendly to the Poet’s task, 

Which we will now resume with lively hope, 

Nor checked by aught of tamer arguiiient 
That lies before us, needful to be told. 

Eetumed from that excursion,* soon I hade 
Pareweil for ever to the sheltered seats 
• Of gowned students, quitted hall and bower, 
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And every comfort of that privileged ground, 

* Well pleased to pitch a vagrant tent among 
The unfenced regions of society. 

Yet, undetermined to what coarse of life 
I should adhere, and seeming to possess 
A little space of intermediate time 
At full command, to London first I turned, 

In no disturbance of excessive hope, 

By personal ambition unenslaved, 

Frugal as there was need, and, though self-willed, 
From dangerous passions free. Three years had down 
Since I had felt in heart and soul the shock 
Of the huge town’s first presence, and had paced 
Her endless streets, a transient visitant : 

Kow, fixed amid that concourse of mankind 
Where Pleasure wiiirls about incessantly, 

And life and labour seem but one, I filled 
An idler’s place ; an idler w^ell content 
To have a house (what matter for a home ?) 

That owned him ; living cheerfully abroad 
With unchecked i’ancy ever ou the stir, 

And all my young afiections out of doors. 

There was a time when whatsoe’er is feigned 
Of airy palaces, and gardens built 
By G^nii of romance ; or hath in grave 
Authentic history been set forth of Home, 

Alcairo, Babylon, or Persepolis ; 

Or given upon report by pilgrim friars, 

Of golden cities ten months’ journey deep 
Among Tartarian w^ilds — ^fell short, far short, 

Of what my fond simplicity believed 
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And thouglit of London — held me by a chain 
Less strong of wonder and obscure delight. 

Whether the bolt of childliood’s Fancy shot 
For me beyond its ordinary mark, 

’Twere vain to ask ; but in our flock of boys 
Was One, a cripple from his birth, whom chance 
Summoned from school to London ; fortunate 
And envied traveller ! When the Boy returned, 

After short absence, curiously I scanned 
His mien and person, nor was free, in sooth, 

From disappointment, not to find some change 
In look and air, from that new region brought, 

As if from Fairy-land. Much I questioned him ; 

And every word he uttered, on my ears 
Fell flatter than a caged paiTot’s note, 

That answers unexpectedly awry, 

And mocks the prompter’s listening. Marvellous things 

Had vanity (quick Spirit that appears 

Almost as deeply seated and as strong 

In a Child’s heart as fear itself’) conceived 

For my enjoyment. Would that I could now 

Kecal what then I pictured to myself, 

Of mitred Prelates, Lords in ermine clad, 

I’he King, and the King’s Palace, and, not last, 

J^^or least, Heaven bless him ! the renowned Lord Mayor: 
Dreams not unlike to those which once begat 
A change of purpose in young Whittington, 

When he, a friendless and a drooping boy, 

Sate on a stone, and heard the bells speak out 
Articulate music. Above all, one thought 
Baffled my understanding : how men lived 
Even next-door neighbours, as we say, yet still 
Strangers, not knowing each the other’s name. 



O, ^ondroTis power of words, by simple fiiifch 
liicenaed to take tbe meaning that we love } 
Vauxhall and Eanelagh ! I then had heard 
Of your green groves, and wilderness of lamps 
Dimming the stains, and fireworks magical, 

And gorgeous ladies, under splendid domes, 
"Floating in dance, or warbling high in air 
The eongs of spirits ! Nor had Pancy fed 
"With less delight upon that other class 
Of marvels, broad-day wonders permanent : 

The Eiver proudly bridged ; the dizzy top 
And Whispering G-allery of St. Paul’s ; the tombs 
Of Westminster ; the Giants of Guildhall ; 
Bedlam, and those carved maniacs at the gates, 
Perpetually recumbent ; Statues — man, 

And the horse under him — in gilded pomp 
Adorning flowery gardens, ’mid vast squares ; 

The Monument, and that Chamber of the Tower 
Where England’s sovereigns sit in long arraN^ 
Their steeds bestriding, — every mimic shape 
Cased in the gleaming mail the monarch w'ojre, 
"Wlietlier for gorgeous tournament addressed, 

Or life or death upon the battle-field. 

Those hold imaginations in due time 
Had vanished, leaving others in their stead : 

And now I looked upon the living BCen'3 ; 
Familiarly perused it ; oftentimes. 

In spite of strongest disappoiuciiient, pleased 
Through courteous self-submission, as a tax 
Paid to the object by prescriptive right. 


Eise up, thou monstrous ant-hill on the plaim 
Of a too busy world ! Before me flow, 



Thou'exxdlm etteam of men and moTing tJuingal 
Thy every-day appearance, as it strikes — 
With%onder Innghtened, or sublimed by awe-— 
On strangers, of all ages ; the quick dance 
Of colours, lights, and forms ; the deafening din ; 

* The comers and the goers face to face, 

Pace after face ; the string of dazzling wares, 

Shop after shop, with symbols, blazoned names, 
And all riie tradesman’s honours overhead : 

Here, fronts of houses, like a title-page, 

With letters huge inscribed from top to toe, 
Stationed above the door, like guardian saints j 
There, allegoric shapes, female or male, 

Or physiognomies of real men, 

Land-warriors, kings, or admirals of the sea, 
Boyle, Shakspeare, Newton, or the attractive liead 
Of some quack-doctor, famous iu his day. 

Meanwhile the roar continues, till at length, 
Escaped as from au enemy, we turn 
Abruptly into some sequestered nook, 

Still as a sheltered jjlace when winds blow loud ! 
At leisure, thence, through tracts of thin resort. 
And sights and sounds that coiiic at intervals, 

We take our way. A raree-show is here, 
With^Jjiklren gathered round ; another street 
Preseiits a company of dancing dogs, 

Or dromedary, with an antic pair 
Of monkeys on his back ; a minstrel band 
Of Savoyards ; or, single and alone, 

An English ballad-singer. Private courts, 
iSlloomy as coffins, and unsightly lanes 
Thrilled by some female vendor’s scream, belike 



The very shrillest of all London cries, 

May then entangle our impatient steps ; 

Conducted through those labyrinths, unawares, 

To privileged regions and inviolate, 

Where from their airy lodges studious lawyers 
Look out on waters, walks, and gardens green. 

Thence back into the throng, until wc reach, 
Fallowing tho tide that slackens by degrees, 
iSome half-frequented scone, where wider streets 
Bring straggling breezes of suburban air. 

Here files of ballads dangle from dead walls ; 
Advertisements, of giant-size, from liigli 
Press forward, in all colours, on the sight ; 

These, bold in conscious merit, lower down ; 

Thai, fronted with a most imposing w^ord. 

Is, peradventure, one in masquerade. 

As on tho broadening causeway wo advance, 

Behold, turned upwards, a face hard and strong 
In lineaments, and red with over-toil. 

’Tis one encountered liere and everywhere ; 

A travelling cripple, by the trunk cut short, 

And stumping on his arms. In sailor’s garb 
Another lies at length, beside a range 
Of well-formed characters, "with chalk inscribed 
Upon the smooth flat stones : the Nurse i ' here, 

The Bachelor, that loves to sun himself, 

The military Idler, and the Dame, 

That field-ward takes her walk with decent steps. 

Now homeward through the thickening hubbub, where 
See, among less distinguisbablo shapes, • 

The begging scavenger, with hat in hand ; 
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The Italian, as h^ thrids his way with care. 
Steadying, far-seen, a frame of images 
Upon his head ; with basket at his breast 
The Jew ; the stately and slow-moving Turk, 

With freight of slippers piled beneath his arm ! 

Enough ; — tlic mighty concourse I surveyed 
AVith no unthinking mind, well pleased to note 
Among the crowd all specimens of man, 

Throught^all the colours which the sun bestows, 

And every character of form and face : 

The Swede, the Kussian ; from the genial south,, ^ 
The Erenchman and tlie Spaniard ; from remote 
America, the IIunter-Tndiau ; Moors, 

Malays, Lascars, the Tartar, the Chinese, 

And JS’egro Ladies in white muslin gowns. 

At leisure, then, I viewed, from day to day, 

The spectacles within doors, — birds and beasts 
Of every nature, and strange plants convened 
Erom every clime ; and, next, those sights that apo 
The absolute presence of reality, 

Expressing, as in mirroi’, sea and land, 

And what earth is, and what she has to sliow, 

I do not hero allude to subtlest craft, 

By mea^ refined attaining purest cuds, 

But k£iUations, fondly made in plain 
Confession of man’s weakness and liis loves. 
A\njether the Painter, whose ambitious skill 
Submits to nothing less than taking in 
A w^hole horizon’s circuit, do with power, 

Jjike that of angels or commissioned spirits, 

Eix us upon some lofty pinnacle, 



Or m eliip m watei^, with a w^jld 
Of life, and life-like inoekery beneath, 

Above, behiud, far etretohiug and before j 
Or more mechanic artist represent 
By scale exact, in model, wood or clay, 

From blended colours also boiTowiiig help, 

Some miniature of famous spots or things, — 

St. Peter’s Church ; or, more aspiring aim, 
lift microscopic vision. Home herself; 
o'Or, haply, some choice rural haunt, — the Palls 
Of Tivoli; and, high upon that steep, 

The Sibyl’s mouldering Tein])ie ! every tree, 

Villa, or cottage, lurking among roclcs 
Throughout the landscape ; tuft, stone scratch minute- 
All tlmt the traveller sees when he is there. 

Add to these exhibitions, mute and still, 

Others of wider scope, where living men, 

Music, and shifting pantomimic scenes, 

Diversified the allurement. Keed I fear 
To mention by its name, as in degree, 

Lowest of these and humblest in attempt, 

Yet richly graced with honours of her own, 
Half-mral (Sadler’s Wells ? Though at that time 
Intolerant, as is the way of youth 
Dnless itself be pleased, hero more than o^co 
Taking my scat, I saw (nor blush to add, 

With ample recompense) giants and dwarfs, 

Clowns, conjurors, posture-masters, harlequins, 

Amid the uproar of the rabbi cm ent, 

Perform their feats. Nor was it mean delight 
To watch crude Nature work in untaught minds ; ^ 
To note the laws and progress of belief ; 
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Though obstinate oi|||fehis way^ yet on that 
How willingly w© ti^Ayel, and how far ! 

To have, for instance, brop^ght upon the scene 
The champion, Jack the Giant-killer : Lo ! 

He dons his coat of darkness ; on the stage 
TAfnlks, and achieves his wonders, from the eye 
Of living Mortal covert, “ as the moon 
Hid in her vacant inicrlunar cave.” 

Delusion bold ! and how can it b(‘ wrought ? 

The garb ho wears is black as death, the word 
Imisihle^* flames forth upon his chest. 

Here, too, were forms and press urt‘s of the time/* 
Hough, bold, as Grcnjian comedy displayed 
When Art was young; dramas of living men, 

And recent tilings yet warju with life ; a sea-light, 
♦SliipvrrocJt, or some domestic incident 
Divulged b} l^rnth and magnitied by Paine ; 

Sueli as ilio daring brotberliood of late 

Sot' forth, too s<*rions tlieme for that light place — 

I mean, O disbmt Priend! a story drawn 

Prom our ii ground, — tlie Maid of Buttennere, — 

And hou, iinfaillilul to a \irtuous wife 

Deserted and deec‘i\ ed, tlu* Spoiler came 

And wooed the artless daiigliter of the hills, 

And weddedvher, in cruel mockery 

Of love<Atid marriage bonds. These words to thee 

Must needs bring back the moment when we first, 

Efc the broad worhl rang with the maiden’s name, 
Beheld her serving at the cottage inn ; 

Both stricken, as she entered or withdrew, 

With admiration of her modest mien 
And carriage, marked by unexampled grace. 
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Wt since that time not imfan^^rly 
Have seen her, — her discretion have observed^ 

Her just opinions, delicate reserve, 

Her patience, and humility of mind 
Unspoiled by commendation and the excess 
Of public notice — an offensive light 
To a meek spirit suffering inwardly. 

Prom this memorial tribute to my theme 
1 was returning, when, with sundry forifls 
Commingled — shapes which met me in the way 
That we must tread — thy image rose again, 
Maiden of Buttermcre ! She lives in peace 
Upon the spot where she was bom and reared ; 
Without contamination doth she live 
In (][uietness, without anxiety : 

Beside the mountain chapel, sleeps in earth 
Her new-born infant, fearless as a lamb 
That, thither driven from some unsheltered place, 
Hests underneath the little rock-like pile ' 

WTien storms arc raging. Happy aro they both— 
Mother and child ! — Tlicse feelings, in themselves 
Trite, do yet scarcely seem so when I think 
On those ingenuous moments of our youth 
Ere we have learnt by use to slight the crimes 
And sorrows of the world. Those simy^ days 
Are now my theme ; and, foremost of th&’**''oncs. 
Which yet survive in memory, appears 
One, at whose centre sate a lovely Boy, 

A sportive infant, who, for six months’ space, 

Not more, had been of age to deal about 
Articulate prattle — Child as beautiful 
As ever clung around a mother’s neck, 
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Or fetber fondly gA:ed upon with pride* 

There, too, conspicuous for stature tall 
And large darlc eyes, beside her infant stood 
The mother ; but, upon her cheeks diffused, 

Palse tints too well accorded with the glare 
From play-house lustres thrown without reser\4 
Ou every object near. The Boy had been 
The pride and pleasure of all lookers-on 
In whatsoever place, but seemed in this 
A sort of ^licii scattered from the clouds. 

Of lusty vigour, more than infantine 
He was in limb, in check a summer rose 
Just three parts blown — a cottage-child — if e’er, 

By cottage-door on breezy mountain side, 

Or iu some sheltering vale, was seen a babe 
By Nature’s gifts so favoured. Ifpori a board 
Decked with refresj^enta had this child been placed 
Sis little stage in the vast theatre, 

And there he sate, surrounded with a throng 
Of chance spectators, chiefly (ii.sHolute men 
And shameless women, treated and caressed ; 

Ate, drank, and witli the fruit and glasses played, 
While oaths and laughter and indecent speech 
Were rife about him as the songs of birds 
Contending after showers. The mother now 
Is fading oj>t of memory, but T see 
The lowiy Boy as I beheld him then 
Among the wretched and the falsely gay, 

Like one of those who walked with hair unsinged 
Amid the fiery furnace. Charms and spells 
Muttered on black and spiteful instigation 
Haye stopped, as some believe, the kindliest growtlis. 
*Ah, with how different spirit might a prayer 



2^ lewjom 

B^ye been preferred, that thie Mt creature, checked 
By special privilege of Nature’s love, 

Shotdd iu liis childhood be detained for ever ! 

But with its universal freight the tide 
Hath rolled along, and this bright innocent, 

Mary ! may now have lived till he could look 
With envy on thy nameless babe that sleeps, 

Beside the mountain chapel, undisturbed, 

Four rapid years liacl scarcely then been^told 
Since, travelling southward from our pastoral hills, 

I heard, and for the drst time in my life, 

The voice of woman utter blasphemy — 

Saw woman as she is, to open shame 
Abandoned, and the pride of public vice ; 

I shuddered, for a barrier seemed at once 
Thrown in tliat from humanity divorced 
Humanity, splitting the race of man 
In twain, yet leavmg the same* outward form. 
Distress of mind cusued upon the sight, 

And ardent meditation. Later years 
Brought to such spectacle a milder sadness, 

Feelings of pure commiseration, grief 
For the individual and the overthrow 
Of her sours beauty ; far tin r 1 was then 
But seldom led, or wished to go ; in trntlj^ 

The sorrow of the passion stopped me theii). 

But let mo now , less movc<l, in order take 
Our argument. Enough is said to show 
How casual incidents of real life, 

Observed where pastime only had been sought, 
Outweighed, or i)ut to flight, the set events 



And meiisurei passions of the stage, albeit 
By Siddons trod in the fulness of her power, 

Tet was the theatre my dear delight j 
The very gilding, lamps and painted scrolls, 

And all the mean upholstery of the place, 
tVanted not animation, when the tide 
Of pleasure ebbed but to return as fast 
With the ever-shifting figures of the scene, 

Solemn or«gay : whether some beauteous dame 
Advanced in radiance through a deep recess 
Of thick entangled forest, like llie moon f 

,Oj)cuing the clouds; or boicrcign king, announced 
With flourishing Irurnpet, came m full-blown state 
Of the world’s greatness, winding round wuth train 
Of courtiers, banners, and a length of guards ; 

Or captive led in ahjeef viecds, and jingling 

Ills slender manacles ; or romping girl 

Bounced, leapt, and pawed the air; or mumbling sire^ 

A fccare-crow pattern of old age dreabccl up 

In all tlie tatters of infiriuity 

Ail loo^cl^ put logelher, holihlcd in, 

Stumping upon a eane with which he smites, 

Irom time to time, the solid boards, and makes them 
Prate somewhat loudly of tlio wliereabout 
<)f one so ovcrload(*d with his years. 

But what Jl tins ! thp laugh, the grin, grimace, 

The aniios striving to outstrip each other, 

W ere all received, the least of them not lost, 

A^ith ail unmeasured welcome. Through the night, 
33etw een the show, and many-headed mass 
Of the spectators, and each several nook 
J'hlKid wnlh its fray or brawl, how eagerly 
And with what flabhets, as it were, the mind 
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Turned ttis way! sportive and alert 

And watchful, ae a kitten when at play, 

While winds are eddying round her, among straws 
And rustling leaves. Enchanting age and sweet ! 
Boinantic almost, looked at through a space. 

How small, of intervening years ! Eor then, 
Though surely no mean progress liad been made 
In meditations holy and sublime, 

Ifet something of a girlish child-like gloss 
Of novelty survived for scenes like these; 
Enjoyment haply handed down from times 
When at a country-playhouse, some rude bam 
Tricked out for that proud use, if I perchance 
Caught, on a summer evening tlirough a chink 
In the old wall, an unexpected glimpse 
Of daylight, the bare thought of where I was 
Gladdened me more than if I liad been led 
Into a dazzling cavern of romance, 

Crow^ded with Genii busy among works 
Not to be looked at by the common sun. 

The matter that detains us now' may seem, 

To many, neither dignihed enough 
Nor arduous, yet will not be scorned by them. 
Who, looking inward, have observed the ties 
That bind the pcrisliable houi;^ of life 
Each to the other, and the curious props 
By which tlie world of memory and thought 
Exists and is sustained. More lofty themes, 

Such as at least do wear a prouder face, 

Solicit our regard ; but when I think 
Of these, I feel the imaginative power 
Languish within me ; even then it slept, 
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WlienJ pressed by tragic sufferings^ tbe heart 
Was more than full ; amid my sobs and tears 
It slept, even in the pregnant season of youth* 

For though I was most passionately moved 
And yielded to all changes of the scene 
With an obsequious promptness, yet the storm 
Passed not beyond the suburbs of tlie mind ; 

Save when realities of act and mien, 

The incarnation of the spirits tliat mo\o 
In harmony amid the Poet’s world, 

Kosc to ideal grandeur, or, called forth 
By power of contrast, made me recognise, 

A s at a glance, the things wdiicli I had shaped, 

And yet not shaped, had seen and scarcely seen, 
When, having closed tlie luigliiy Shakspeare’s page, 
1 mused, and tliought, and f('lt, in solitude. 

Pass we from entert.iinmeiits, that are such 
Professedly, to others titled higher, 

Yet, in the estimate of youth at least, 

More near akin to tliuse than Jiames imply, — 

1 mean the b^a^\lb of lawyers in their courts 
Before the crjiiiued judge, or that great stage 
Where senators, tongue-favoured men, perform, 
Admired and envied. Oh ! the beating heart. 
When oue,;:mong the prime of these rose up, — 
One, 0 ^' whose name from childhood we had heard 
Familiarly, a household term, like those, 

The Bedfords, Glosters, Sidsburys, of old, 

Whom the tifth Harry talks of. Silence ! hush I 
This is no trill er, no short-flighted wit, 
No^stammerer of a minute, painfully 
Delivered. No ! the Orator hath yoked 
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Hours, like yowg Aui^ra, to his cw? : 
l?|a?io6 welcome Presence ! how can patience e’er 
Orow weary of attending on a track 
That kindles with such glory ! AU are charmed, 
Astonished ; like a hero in romance, 

He winds away his never-ending horn ; 

Words follow words, sense seems to follow sense : 
What memory and what logic I till the strain 
TranBcendcnt, superhuman as it seemed,^ 

(irows tedious even in a young man’s ear. 

Genius of Burke ! forgive the pt u seduced 
IJy specious wonders, and too slow to tell 
Of w^hat the ingenuous, what bewildered men, 
Beginning to mistrust their boastful guides, 

And wise men, willing to grow^ wuser, caught, 
Bapt auditors ! from thy most elo(jucnt tongue— 

ow mute, for ever mute in the cold grave. 

I see him, — old, but vigorous in ago, — 

Stand like an oak w^hose stag-boni branches start 
Out of its leafy brow, tlie more to awo 
Tbfe younger brethren of the gro^e. But some — 
While ho forewarns, denounces, launches forth, 
Against all systems built on abstract rights, 

Heen ridicule ; the map sty proclaims 
Of Institutes and Laws, hallowed b\ tim^ ; 
Declares the Mtal power of soci il lies 
Endeared by Custom ; and w«tli ugh disdain, 
Exploding upstart Theory, insists 
Upon the allegiance to which meu are bom — 
3omo — say at once a froward multitude— 
Murmur (for truth is hated, where not loved) ^ 
As the winds fret within the JEolian cave, 



0afled fey their inoiwreli’s chain: The times i^ie Ug 
With ominoua change, which, night by night, provdiied 
Keen struggles, and black clouds of passion raised j 
But memorable moments intervened, 

When Wisdom, like the Goddess from Jove’s btain^ 

* Broke forth in armour of resplendent words, 

Startling the Synod. Could a youtli, and one 
In ancient story versed, whose breast had heaved 
Under tfee weight of classic eloquence, 

Sit, see, and hear, unthankful, nninspii’ed ? 

Nor did the Pulpit’s oratorj^ fail 
To achieve its liiglier triumph. Not unfelt 
Were its admonishments, noi* lightly heard 
The awful truths delivered thence by tongues 
Endowed with various power to searcli the soul ; 

Yet ostentation, domineering, oft 

Poured forth harangues, how sadly out of place !-*• 

There have I seen a comely bachelor, 

Fresh from a toilette of two hours, ascend 
His rostrum, with seraphic glance look up, 

And, in a tone elaborately low 

Beginning, lead his voice through many a maao 

A minuet course ; and, winding up his mouth, 

From time to time, into an orifice 
Most delicate, a lurking eyelet, small, 

And1!)nly not invisible, again 
Open it out, diffusing thence a smile 
Of rapt irradiation, exquisite. 

Meanwhile the Evangelists, Isaiah, Job, 

.Moses, and he who penned, the other day, 

3Jhe Death of Abel, Shakspeare, and the Bard 
Whose genius spangled o’er a gloomy theme 





With £Euioies thick as his mspmng stars, 

AM Ossian (doubt not — ’tis the naked truth) 
Bummonod from streamy Morven — each and all 
Wotdd, in their turns, lend ornaments and flowers 
To entwine the crook of eloquence that helped 
This pretty Shepherd, pride of all the plains, 

To rale and guide his captivated flock. 

1 glance but at a few conspicuous marks, ^ 
leaving a thousand others, that, in hall. 

Court, theatre, conventicle, or shop, 

In public room or private, park or street, 

Each fondly reared on his own pedestal, 

Looked out for admiration. Folly, vice, 
Extravagance in gesture, mien, and dress, 

And all the strife of singularit}^ 

Lies to the ear, and lies to every sense — 

Of these, and of the living shapes they wear, 

There is no end. Such candidates for regard, 
Although well pleased to be where they w^ere found, 
.1 did not hunt after, nor greatly prize, 

Nor made unto myself a secret boast 
Of reading them with quiclc and ciuious eye ; 

But, as a common produce, things that are 
To-day, to-morrow will be, took of them 
Such willing note, as, on some errand bound 
That asks not speed, a traveller might bestow 
On sea^shells that bestrew the sandy beach, 

Or daisies swarming through the fields of June. 

But foolishness and madness in parade, 

Though most at home in this their dear domain, 

Are scattered eveiy^where, no rarities. 



EllSlDBlfOB IJT LOimOK* 24ff 

Even to the rudeet novice of the Schools. 

Me, rather, it employed, to note, and keep 
In memory, those individual sights 
Of courage, or integrity, or truth, 

Or tenderness, which there, set off by foil, 
Appeared more touching. One will I select — 

A Father — for he bore that sacred name ; — 

Him saw I, sitting in an open square, 

Upon a corner-stone of that low wall, 

"WTierein wero fixed the iron pales that fenced 
A spacious grass-plot ; there, in silence, sate 
This One Man, with a sickly babe outstretched 
Upon his knee, whom he had tliither brought 
For sunshine, and to breathe the fresher air. 

Of those who passed, and me who looked at liim, 
He took no heed ; but in his brawmy arms 
{The Artificer was to the elbow bare, 

And from his work this moment had been stolen) 
Ho held the child, and, bending over it, 

As if he w^erc afraid both of the sun 
And of the air, which he had come to seek, 

.Eyed the poor babo with love unutterable. 

As the black storju upon the mountain top 
Sets off the simbeain in the valley, so 
That huge fermenting mass of human-kind 
Serfea as a solemn back-ground, or relief, 

To single forms and objects, w^hence they draw’', 

For feeling and contemplative regard, 

More than inherent liveliness and pow er. 

How oft, amid those overflowing streets, 

Have I gone forward with the crowd, and said 
Unto myself, The face of every one 





ISbat passed by me is a mystety ! ’’ 

Thud hare I looked, nor ceased to look, oppressed 
By thoughts of what and whither, when and how,. 
Until the shapes before my eyes became 
A second-sight procession, such as glides 
Over still mountains, or appears in dreams ; * 

And once, far-travelled in such mood, beyond 
The reacli of common indication, lost 
Amid the moving pageant, I was smitten 
Abruptly, with the view (a sight not rare) 

Of a blind Beggar, wlio, with upright face, 

Stood, propped against a w all, upon his chest 
‘Wearing a written paper, to explain 
His story, whence he came, and who lie was. 
Caught by the spectacle my mind turued round 
As with the might of waters ; and apt l ypo 
This label seemed of the utmost we can Know', 
Both of ourselves and ef the univ(»rae ; 

And, on the shape of that umnoviug man, 

His steadfast face and sight! eyes, I gazed, 

As if admonished from another world. 

Though reared upon the base of outward ihings,. 
Structures like these the excited sj)irit mainly 
Builds for herself ; scenes different tliere are, 
Full-formed, that take, with small iiitemal help, 
Possession of the faculties, — the peace 
That comes with night ; the deep solemnity 
Of nature’s intermediate hours of rest, 

When the great tide of human life stands still; 
The business of the day to come, unborn, 

Of that gone by, locked up, as in the grave ; 

The blended calmness of the heavens and earth. 



Mooiblight mi atars^ and empty streets, smi 4 somds^ 
tTnfirequeiit as in deserts ; at late Itours 
Of wietep evenings, when nnwholesomo rains 
Are falling hard, with people yet astir, 

The feeble salutation from the voice 
• Of some unhappy woman, now and then 
Heard as wo pass, wlien no one looks about, 
Nothing is listened to. Hut these, I fear, 

Are falsely catalogued ; things that are, are not, 

As the mind answers to them, or the heart 
Is proinj^t, or slow, to feel. AVJiat say you, then, 
To times, when half the city sliall break out 
Pull of one passion, vengeance, rage, or fear ? 

To e^fccutions, to a street on tire, 

Mohs, riots, or rejoicings ? From these sights 
Take one, — that ancient festival, the Fair, 

Holden when* martyrs suffered in past time, 

And named of St, Bartholomew ; there, see 
^A 'work completed to our hands, that lays. 

If any spectacle on i‘artli can do, 

The whole creative powers of man asleep ! — 

For once, the ]lil use’s help will w^e implore. 

And she shall lodge ns, Avafted on her wings, 

Above the press and danger of the orow’d, 

Upon some showman’s platform. What a shock 
For eyes and ears! what anarchy and din, 

Barbarian and infernal, — a phantasma, 

Monstrous in colour, motion, shape, sight, sound I 
Below, the open space, through every nook 
Of the wide area, tv> inkles, is alive 
With heads ; the midway region, and above, 

* Is thronged with staring pictures and huge scrolls, 
Pumh proclamations of the Prodigies ; 



With chatteriag monkeys dasgling from their polee^ 

And children whirling in their roundabouts ; 

With those that stretch the neck and strain the eyes, 
And crack the yoice in rivalship, the crowd 
Inviting 3 with buffoons against buffoons 
Grimacing, writhing, screaming, — him who grinds 
^’he hurdy-gurdy, at the fiddle weaves, 

. Butties the salt-box, thumps the kettle-drum, 

And him who at tlic trumpet puffs his cheeks, 

5he silver-collared Negro with his timbrel, 

ISquestrians, tumblers, women, girls, and boys, 
Blue-breeched, pink- vested, with high-towering plumes. — 
All moveables of wonder, from all parts, 

Are here — Albinos, painted Indians, Dwarfs, 

The Horse of knowledge, and the learned Pig, 

The Stone-eater, the man that swallows fire, 

Giants, Ventriloquists, the Invisible Girl, 

The Bust that speaks and moves its goggling eyes, 

The Wax-work, Clock-worlt, all the marvellous craft 
Of modern Merlins, Wild Beasts, Puppet-shows, 

All out-o’-the way, far-fetched, perverted things, 

All freaks of nature, all Promethean thoughts 
Of man, his dullness, madness, and their feats 
All jumbled up together, to compose 
A Parliament of Monsters. Tents and Booths 
Meanwhile, as if tlie w hole were one vast mill, 

Are vomiting, receiving on all sides. 

Men, Women, three-years* Cliildi'cu, Babes in arms. 

Oh, blank confusion ! true epitome 
Of what the mighty City is herself, 

To thousands upon thousands of her sons, 

Living amid the same perpetual whirl 
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Of tlivial plyect®^ melted and reduced 

To one identity, by diffei-euces 

That hare no law, no meaning, and no end — 

Oppression, under which eren highest minds 

Must labour, whence the strongest are not free. 

But though the picture weary out the eye, 

By nature an unmanageable sight, 

It is not Wholly so to him who looks 
In steadiness, who hath among least things 
Au under-sense of greatest ; sees the parts 
As parts, but with a feeling of the whole. 

This, of all acquisitions, first awaits 

On sundry and most widely diflcrinit modes 

Of education, nor with least delight 

On that through which I passed. Attention springs,, 

And ccmprehcnsivcncss and memory flow, 

From early converse with the works of God 
Among all regions ; chiefly where ap])ear 
Most obviously simplicity and power. 

Think, how the everlasting streams and woods, 
Stretched and still stretching far and wide, exalt 
The roving Indian, on his desert sands; 

What grandeur not unfelt, what pregnant show 
Of beauty, meets the sim-hurnt Arab’s eye : 

And, as the sea propels, from zone to zone, 

Its currents; magnifies its slioals of life 
Beyoni all compass ; spreads, and sends aloft 
Armies of clouds, — even so, its powers and aspects- 
Shape for mankind, by principles as fixed. 

The views and aspirations of the soul 
To majesty. Like virtue have the forms 
Perennial of the ancient hills ; nor less 
The changeful language of their countenances 



Quidkeiis the slubbering miuiJ, and aids the tlioiights. 
However niultitudinous, to move 
With order and relation. This, if still, 

As hitherto, in freedom I may speak, 

Sfot violating any just restraint, 

As may be hoped, of real modesty, — 

This did I feel, in London’s vast domain. 

The Spirit of Nature was upon me there ; 

®bo boul of Beauty and enduring Life 
Vouchsafed her insjnration, atid difihsed, 

Through meagre lines and colours, and the press 
Of selfdestroyiug, transitory things, 

Composure, and ennobling Harmony. 


BOOK EIGHTH. 


lUaTROSPECT,— LOVE OF NATURE liEADING TO LOVE 
OF MAN. 

Wbav sounds are those, Helvclly]i, that are heard 
Up to thy summit, through the depth of air 
Ascending, as if distance had the power 
To make the sounds more audible ? AVliat crowd 
Covers, or sprinkles o’er, yon village green ? 

Crowd seems it, solitary hill ! to the(% 

Though but a little famiJ}" of men, 

Shepherds and tillers of the ground — betimes 
Assembled with their children and their wives, 

And here and there a stranger interspersed. 

They hold a rustic fair — a festival, 




now m tliafc, 

]^pe«ted ttraugh Ms triWtaay vales, ^ 

Helvellyn, in tbe suenc© of his rest, 

Sees annually, if clouds towards either ocean 

Blown from their favourite resting-place, or mists 

PiSsoIved, have left him an unshrouded heaci. 

Delightful day it is for all who dwell 

fit this secluded glen, and eagerly 

They give it welcome. Long ere heat of noon, 

From byre or field the kme were brought ; the sheep 
Are penned in cotes ; the chaffering is begun. 

The heifer lows, uneasy at the voice 
Of a new master ; bleat the flocks aloud. 

Booths are there none ; a stall or two is here ; 

A lame man or a blind, the one to beg, 

The other to make music ; hither, too, 

From far, with basket, shing upon her arm. 

Of hawker’s wares — hooks, pictures, combs, and pinii — 
Some aged woman finds hor uay again, 

Tear after } car, a punctual visitant ! 

There also stands a speec]l-ma]^e^ by rote, 

Pulling tlio strings of his boxed raree-show ; 

And in the lapse of many years may come 
Prouder itinerant, nioimtehank, or he 
Whose wonders in a covered wain lie hid. 

But one there is, the loveliest of them all, 

Some sweet lass of the valley, looking out 
For gains, and who that sees her would not buy ? 
Fruits of her fatlier’s orchard, are her wares, 

And with the ruddy produce, she walks round 
Among the crowd, half pleased with, half ashamed 
Of^her new office, blushing restlessly. 

The children now are rich, for the old to-day 



Ate generous alt the young ; and, if content 
IRTitli looking on, some ancient w^ded pair 
Sit in the shade together ; while they gaze, 

** A cheerful smile unbends the wrinkled brow, 

■Ihe days departed start again to life, 

And all the scenes of childhood reappear, 

Paint, but more tranquil, like the changing sun 
To him who slept at noon and wakes at eve,” * 

Thai gaiety and cheerfulness prevail, 

Spreading from young to old, from old to young, . 

, And no one seems to want his share. — Immense 
Is the recess, the circumambient world 
Magnificent, by w hich they are embraced : 

They move about upon the soft green turf : 

How little they, they and their doings, seem, 

And all that th(?y can further or obstruct ! 

Through utter w’eakness pitiably dear, 

As tender infants are : and yet how^ great ! 

Por all things serve them : them tlie morning light 
Loves, as it glistens on the silent rocks ; 

And them the silent rocks, which now from higli 
Look down upon them ; tho reposing clouds ; 

The wild bi'ooks prattling from invisible haunts j 
And old Holvellyn, conscious of the stir 
Which animates this day their calm abode. 

With deep devotion, Nature, did I feel, 

In that enormous City *8 turbulent world 
Of men and things, what benefit I owed 
To thee, and those doraains of rural peace, 

Wliere to the sense of beauty first my heart 

* These lines are from a descriptive Poem— “Malvern Hills’'— l>y one 
of Mr. Wordsworth’s oldest friend^ Mr. Joseph Cottle. — £d. 
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Wm opened ; pwi more exquisitely to 
Xliau that to,ed paradise of ten thousand treesy ^ 
Or OehoL’s matchless gardens, for delight 
Of the IJartarian dynasty composed 
(Beyond 4;hat mighty w^l, not fabulous, 

China’s stupendous mound) by patient toil 
Of myriads and boon nature’s lavish help ; 

There, in a clime from widest empire chosen, 
Fulfilling (could enchantment have done more ?) 

A sumptuous dream of flowery lawns, with domes 
Of pleasure sprinkled over, shady dells 
For eastern monasteries, sunny mounts 
With temples crested, bridges, gondolas, 

Socks, dens, and groves of foliage taught to melt 
Into each other their obsequious hues, 

Vanished and vanishing in subtle chase, 

Too fine to be pursued ; or standing forth 
In no discordant o])position, strong 
And gorgeous as the colours side by side 
Bedded among rich jduines of tropic birds ; 

And mountains over all, embracing all ; 

And all tho landscape, endlessly enriched 
With waters running, falling, or asleep. 

But lovelier far than this, the paradise 
Where I was reared ; in Nature’s primitive gifts 
Favou^d no less, and more to every sense 
Delicious, seeing that the sun and sky. 

The elements, and seasons as they change, 

Do find a worthy fellow-labourer there — 

Man free, man working for himself, with choice 
Of time, and place, and object ; by his wants, 
comforts, native occupations, cares, 
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Cheerfiilly led to iadividaal 
Or Bocial, and still followed by a train 
Unwooed, unthought-of e?en — simplicity, 

And beauty, and inevitable grace. 

Tea, when a glimpse of thost' imperial bowers 
Would to a child be transport over-great, 

When but a lialf-hour’s roam through such a place 
Wonid leave behind a dance of images, 

That shall break in upon bis sleep for weeks ; 

Even then the common haunts of the green earth, 
And ordinary interests of man, 

"Which they embosom, all without regard 
As both may seem, arc fastening on the heart 
Insensibly, each with the other’s help. 

Eor me, when my affections first were led 
Erom kindred, friends, and playmates, to partake 
Love for the human creature’s absolute self. 

That noticeable kindliness of heart 
Sprang out of fountains, there abounding most, 
Where sovereign Nature dictated the tasks 
And occupations which her beauty adorned, 

And Shepherds were the men that pleased me first ; 
Not such as Saturn ruled ’mid Latian wilds, 

With arts and laws so tempered, that their lives 
Loft, even to us toiling in this late day, 

A bright tradition of the golden age ; 

Not such as, ’mid Arcadian fastut^sses 
Seqjuestered, handed down among themselves 
Pelicity, in Grecian song renowned ; 

Nor such as — when an adverse fate had driven, 

Erom house and home, the courtly band whose fortunes 
Entered, with SLakspeare’s genius, the wild woods* 
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Of Arden*— ^mid sunshme or in shade 

Culled the best fruits of Time’s uncounted hours. 

Ere Phoebe sighed for the false Ganymede; 

Or there where Perdita and Florizel 
Together danced, Queen of the feast, and King ; 

ISfor such as Spenser fabled. True it is, 

That I had heard (what he perhaps had seen) 

Of maids at sunrise bringing in from far 
Their May-bush, and along the streets in flocks 
Parading with a song of taunting rhymes, 

Aimed at the laggards slumbering within doors ; 

Had also heard, from those who yet remembered, / 
Tales of the May-pole dance, and wreaths that decked 
Porch, door- way, or kirk-pillar ; and of youths, 

Each witli his maid, before the sun was up, 

Ey annual custom, issuing forth in troops, 

To drink the waters of some sainted well, 

And hang it round with garlands. Love survives ; 
But, for such purpose, flowers no longer grow : 

The times, too sage, perhaps too proud, have dropped 
These lighter graces ; and the rural ways 
And manners which my childliood looked upon ^ 
Were the unluxuriant produce of a life 
Intent on little but substantial needs, 

Yet rich in beauty, beauty that was felt. 

But images of danger and distress, 

Man suftcring among awful Powers and Forms ; 

Of this I heard, and saw enough to make 
Imagination restless ; nor was free 
Myself from frequent perils ; nor were tales 
Wanting,— the tragedies of former times, 

Hazards and strange escapes, of which the rocks 



IbuBotaiUe, and ererfiowing streams, 

'W^mre’er I rpamed, were speaking monummits. 

_ Smooth life had flock and shepherd in old time, 
springs and tepid winters, on the hnnka 
W delicate Qalesus; and no less 
xl^e scattered along Adria’s myrtle shores : 
Smooth life had herdsman, and liis snow-white herd 
To tmimphs and to sacrificial rites 
Ilovrted, on the inviolable stream 
Of rich Clitummis ; and the goat-herd lived 
As calmly, underneath the pleasant brows 
Of cool Lucretilis, where the pipe was heard 
Of Pan, Invisible God, thrilUng the rocks 
With tutelaiy music, from all harm 
Ihe fold protecting. I myself, mature " 

In manhood then, have seen a pastoral tract 
Like one of these, wdiere I’ancy might run wild, 
^ough under skies less generous, less serene: ' ■ 
^ere, for her own deUght had Nature framed 
A ploasure-ground, diffused a fair expanse 
Of level pasture, islanded witli groves 
^d banked with woody risings ; but the Plain 
^dlesB, here opening widely out, and there 
oBut Up in lesser lakes or beds of lawn 
And intricate recesses, creek or bay 
Sheltered within a shelter, where at large 
shepherd strays, a roUing hut his home. 

Thither he comes with spring-time, there abides 
All summer, and at sunrise ye may hear 
His flageolet to liquid notes of lore 
Attuned, or sprightly fife resounding far. 

Hook is there none, nor tract of that vast space 
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Wb&te pB&s&ge opens, hut tbe seme shell heve 
In turn its visitant, telling there his hours 
In unlaborioufl pleasure, with no task 
More toilsome than to carve a beechen bowl 
For spring or fountain, which the traveller finds. 
When through the region he pursues at will 
His devious course. A glimpse of such sweet life 
I saw when, from the melancholy walls 
Of Goslar, once imperial, I renewed 
My daily walk along that wide champaign, 

That, reaching to her gates, spreads east and west, 
And northwards, from beneath the mountainous rerg^ 
Of the Hercynian forest. Yet, hail to you 
Moors, mountains, headlands, and ye hollow vales, 

To long deep channels for the Atlantic's voice, 

Powers of my native region ! Ye that seize 

The heart with firu\or grasp ! T our snows and streams 

Ungovernable, and your terrifying winds, 

That howl so dismally for him who treads 
Companionless your awful solitudes ! 

There, *tis the sliepherd’s task the winter long 
To wait upon the storms : of their approach 
Sagacious, into sheltering coves he drives 
His flock, and thither from the homestead bears 
A toilsome burden up the craggy ways, 

And deals it out, their regular nourishment 
Strewitoon the frozen snow. And when the spring 
Looks out, and all the pastures dance with lambs. 

And when the flock, with warmer weather, climbs 
Higher and higher, him his office leads 
To watch their goings, whatsoever track 
The wanderers choose. For this he quits his home 
At day-spring, and no sooner doth the sun 
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Begin to strike liim with a fire-like heat, 

Mian he lies down upon some shining rock, 

And breakfasts with his dog. When they have stol^, 
As is their wont, a pittance from strict time, 

Tor rest not needed or exchange of love, 

Then from his couch he starts ; and now his feet 
Crush out a livelier fragrance from the flowers 
Of lowly thyme, by Nature's skill enwrought 
In the wild turf: the lingering dews of morn 
Smoke round him, as from hill to hiU he hies, 

Mia staff protending like a hunter's spear, 

Or by its aid leaping from crag to crag, 

And o’er the brawding bods of unbridged streams. 
Philosophy, methinks, at Fancy’s call, 

Might deign to follow him through what he does 
Or sees in his day’s march ; himself he feels, 

In those vast regions where his service lies, 

A freeman, wedded to his life of hope 
And hazard, and hard labour interchanged 
With that majestic indolence so dear 
To native man. A rambling school-boy, thus 
1 felt his presence in his own domain, 

As of a lord and master, or a power. 

Or genius, under Nature, under God, 

Presiding ; and severest solitude 
Had more commanding looks when he was there. 
When up the lonely brooks on lainy days 
Angling I went, or trod the trackless hills 
By mists bewildered, suddenly mine eyes 
Have glanced upon him distant a few steps, 

In size a giant, stalking through thick fog, 

His sheep like Greenland bears ; or, as he steppe^. 
Beyond the boundary line of some hill-shadow, 





Bis form hath flashed upon me, glorified ' 

By the deep radiance of the setting sun : 

Or him have I descried in distant sky, 

A solitary object and sublime, 

Above all height ! like an aerial cross 
• Stationed alone upon a spiry rock 
Of the Chartreuse, for worship. Thus was man 
Ennobled outw'ardly before my sight, 

And thus my heart was early introduced 
To an unconscious love and reverence 
Of human nature ; hence the human form 
To me became an index of^delight. 

Of grace and honour, power and worthiness. 
Meanwhile this crcatime — spiritual almost 
As those of books, but more exalted far ; 

Ear more of an imaginative form 

Than the gay Corin of the groves, who lives 

Por his own fancies, or to dance by the hour, 

Jn coronal, with Phyllis in the midst — 

Was, for the purposes of kind, a man 
With the most common ; husband, father ; learned, 
Could teach, admonish ; suffered with the rest 
Prom vice and folly, wretchedness and fear ; 

Of this I little saw, cared less for it, 

But something must have felt. 

Call ye these appearauccs--^ 
Whfeh I beheld of shepherds in my youth, 

This sanctity of Nature given to man — 

A shadow, a delusion, yo who pore 

On the dead letter, miss the'spirit of tilings ; 

Whose truth is not a motion or a shape 
Jnstiact with vital functions, but a block 
Or waxen image which yourselves have made, 
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0 £ Hitee luid of Man that this was so ; 

9Jbat Biea before my inexperienced eyes 
JDid first present themselres thus puiified, 
Bmoved, and to a distance that was fit ; 

. And so we all of us in some degree 

* Are led to knowledge, wheresoever led, 

And howsoever ; were it otherwise, 

And we found evil fast as we find good 
In our first years, or think that it is found, 

How could the innocent heart bear up and live ! 
But doubly fortunate my^lot ; not here 
Alone, .that something of a better life 
Perhaps was round mo than it is the privilege 
Of most to move in, but that first I looked 
At Man through objects that w^ero great or fair ; 
First communed with him by their help. And thus 
Was founded a sure safeguard and defence 
Against the weight of meanness, selfish cares, 
Ooarse manners, vulgar passions, that heat in 
On all sides from the ordinary world 
In which we traffic. Starting from this point 
I had my face turned toward the truth, began 
With an advantage furnished by that kind 
Of prepossession, without which the soul 
Boceives no knowledge that can briug forth good, 
No genuine insight ever comes to her, 

Prpin the restraint of over-w atchful eyes 
preserved, I moved about, year after year, 

3B[appy, and now most thankful that my walk 
Was guarded from teo early intei’courso 
With the deformities of crowded life, 

And those ensuing laughters and contempts. 
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Sdf^pfeasmg, if we would wisli to think 
With a due reverence on earth’s rightfhl lord, 

Here placed to be the inheritor of heaven, 

Will not permit us ; but pursue tho mind, 

That to devotion willingly would rise, 

• Into the temple and the temple’s heart, 

Tet deem not, Friend ! that human kind with mo 
Thus early took a place pre-eminent ; 

Nature herself was, at ibis unripe time, 

But secondary to my own pursuits 

And animal activities, and all 

Tlieir trivial pleasures; and when these had drooped 

And gradually expired, and Nature, prized 

For her own sake, became my joy, even then — 

Aud upwards through late yoiitli, until not less 
Than two-and- twenty summers had been told — 
Was Man in iny affections and regards 
Subordinate to her, her visible forms 
And viewless agencies : a passion, she, 

A rapture often, and immediate love 
Ever at liand; ho, only a delight 
Occasional, an accidental grace, 

His hour being not yet come. Far less had then 
The inferior creatures, lioasi or bird, attuned 
My spirit to that gentleness of love, 

(Though they had long been carefully observed). 
Won from me those minute obeisances 
Of tenderness, which I may number now 
With my first blessings. Ne>ertheless, on these 
The light of beauty did not fall in vain. 

Or grandeur cireumfuse them to no end. 
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But wheu tbflt first poetic faculty 
Of plain Imagination and severe, 

No longer a mute influence of tlie soul, 

Ventured, at some rash Muse’s earnest call, 

To try her strength among harmonious words ; 

And to hook-notions and the rules of art 
Bid knowingly conform itself ; there came 
Axnong the simple shapes of human life 
A wilfulness of fancy and conceit ; 

And Nature and her objects beautified 
These fictions, as in some sort, in their turn. 

They burnished her. Prom touch of this new power 
Nothing was safe : the elder-tree that grew 
Beside the well-known charnel-house had then 
A dismal look : the yew-tree had its ghost, 

That took his station there for ornament ; 

The dignities of plain occurrence then 

Were tasteless, and truth’s golden mean, a point 

Where no sufficient pleasure could be found. 

Then, if a widow, staggering with the blow 
Of her distress, was knovTi to have turned her steps 
To the cold grave in which her husband slept, 

One night, or haply more than one, through pain 
Or half-insensate impotence of mind, 

The fact was caught at greedily, and there 
She must be visitant the whole year through. 
Wetting the turf with iiever-ending tears. <- 

Through quaint obliquities 1 might pursue 
These cravings ; when the fox-glove, one by one, 
Upwards through every stage of the tall stem, 

Had shed beside the public way its bells, ^ 

And stood of all dismantled, save the last 
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%et6 at the tapering ladder’s top, that seemed 
To bend as doth a slender blade of grass 
Tipped t^rith a rain-drop, Fancy loved to seat. 
Beneath the plant despoiled, but crested still 
With this last relic, soon itself to fall, 

Some vagrant mother, whose arch little ones, 

All unconcerned by her dejected plight, 

Laughed as with rival eagerness their hands 
Gathered the purple cups that round them lay, 
Strewing the turf’s green slope. 

A diamond light 

(Whene’er the summer sun, declining, smote 
A smooth rock wet with constant springs) was seen 
Sparkling from out a copse-clad bank that rose 
Fronting our cottage. Oft beside the hearth 
Seated, with open door, often and long 
Upon this restless lustre have I gazed, 

That made my fancy restless as itself. 

’Twas now for me a burnished silver shield 
Suspended over a knight’s tomb, who lay 
Inglorious, buried in the dusky wood : 

An entrance now into some magic cave 
Or palace built by fairies of the rock ; 

Nor could I have been bribed to disenchant 
The spectacle, by visiting the spot. 

Thus wilful Fancy, in no hurtful mood. 

Engrafted far-fetched shapes on feelings bred 

By pure Imagination : busy Power 

She was, and with her ready pupil turned 

Instinctively to liuraan passions, then 

Least understood. Tet, ’mid the fervent swarm 

Of these vagaries, with an eye so rich 

As mine was through the bounty of a grand 
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Jjijrki lovdj regioii, I had forma distinct 
tfo steady me : each airy thought revolved 
S(Otmd a substantial centre, which at once 
Indited it to motion, and controlled. 

1 did not pine like one in cities bred, 

As was thy melancholy lot, dear Friend ! 

Great Spirit as thou art, in endless dreams 
Of sickliness, disjoining, joining, things 
Without the light of knowledge. Where the harm, 
If, when the woodman languished with disease 
Induced by sleeping nightly on the ground 
Within his sod-built cabin, Indian-wise, 

1 called the pangs of disappointed love, 

And all the sad etcetera of the wrong, 

To help him to his grave. Meanwhile the man, 

If not already from the woods retired 
To die at home, was haply as I knew, 

Withering by slow degrees, ’mid gentle airs, 

Birds, running streams, and hills so beautiful 
On goldi’ii eveniugs, while tlie charcoal pile 
Breathed up its smoke, an image of his gliost 
Or spirit that full soon must take her flight. 

Nor shall we not be tending towards that point 
Of sound humanity to which our Tale 
Beads, though by sinuous w ays, if here T shew 
IBEow Fanc}^ in a season -when she wo've * 
Those slender cords, to guide the unconscious Boy 
For the Man’s sake, could feed ut jN'ature’s call 
Some pensive mu sings w’hich mighf well beseem 
Maturer years. 

A grove there is whose boughs 
Stretch from the western marge of Thurston-mere, 
With length of shade so tliich, that whoso glides 
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Along the line of low-roofed water, moves 
As in n doister. Once — awhile, in that shade 
Loitering, I watched the golden beams of light 
Hung from the setting sun, as they- reposed 
In silent beauty on the naked ridge 
Of a high eastern hill — thus flowed my thoughts 
In a pure stream of words fresh from the heart ; 
*Dear native Eegions, wheresoe’er shall dose 
My mortal course, there will I think on you ; 
Dying, will cast on you a baclcward look ; 

Even as this setting sun (albeit the Vale 
Is no where touched by one memorial gleam) 
Doth with the fond remains of his last power 
Still linger, and a farewell lustre sheds, 

On the dear mountain-tops where first he rose. 

Enough of humble arguments ; recal, 

My Song ! those high emotions which thy voice 
• Has heretofore made known ; that bursting forth 
Of sympathy, inspiring and inspired, 

'When everywiiere a vital pulse was felt, 

And all the several frames of things, like stars, 
Through every magnitude distinguishable, 

Shone mutually indebted, or half lost 
Each in the other’s blaze, a galaxy 
Of life and glory. In the midst stood Man, 
Outwardly, inwardly contemplated. 

As, of all visible natures, crown, though bom 
Of dust, and kindred to the worm ; a Being, 

Both in perception and discernment, first 
In every capability of rapture, 

•Tlirough the divine eflect of power and love; 


See Tol. i. p. 1, 
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As, ixiore than anything we know, instinct 
With godhead, and, by reason and by will. 
Acknowledging dependency sublime. 

Ere long, the lonely mountains left, I moved. 
Begirt, from day to day, with temporal shapes 
Of vice and folly thrust upon my view, 

Objects of sport, and ridicule, and scorn, 

Manners and characters discriminate, 

And little bustling passions that eclipse, 

As well they might, the impersonated thought, 
The idea, or abstraction of the kind. 

An idler among academic bowers, 

Such was my new condition, as at large 
Has been set forth ; yet hero the vulgar light 
Of present, actual, superficial life, 

Gleaming through colouring of other times, 

Old usages and local privilege, 

Was welcomed, softened, if not solemnised. 

This notwithstanding, being brought more near 
To vice and guilt, forerunning wretchedness, 

I trembled, — thought, at times, of human life 
With an indefinite terror and dismay, 

Such as the storms and angry tdements 
Had bred in me ; but gloomier far, a dim 
Analogy to uproar and misrule, 

Disquiet, danger, and obscurity. 

It might be told (hut wherefore speak of things 
^ Common to all ?) that, seeing, I was led 
Gravely to ponder — ^judging between good • 

And evil, not as for the mind’s delight 
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But for her guidauce~one who was to 
As sometimes to the best of feeble means 
I did, by human sympathy impelled ; 

And, through dislike and most offensive pain. 

Was to the truth conducted ; of this faith 
Never forsaken, that, by acting well, 

And understanding, I should learn to love 
The end of life, and everything we know. 

Grave Teacher, stern Preceptress ! for at times 
Thou const put on an aspect most severe ; 

London, to thee I willingly return. 

Erowhile my verse played idly with the flowers 
Euwrought upon thy mantle ; satisfied 
With that amusement, and a simple look 
Of child-like inquisition now and then 
Cast upwards on thy countenance, to detect 
Some inner meanings which might harbour there. 
Put how could I in mood so light indulge, 

Keeping such fresh remembrance of the day, 
When, having thridded the long labyrinth 
Of the suburban villages, I first 
Entered thy vast domiuion ? On the roof 
Of an itinerant vehicle I sate, 

With vulgar men about me, trivial forms 
Of houses, pavement, streets, of men and things, — 
Mean shapes on every side ; but, at the instant. 
When to myself it fairly might be said. 

The threshold now is overpast, (how strange 
That aught external to the living mind 
Should have such mighty sway! yet so it was), 

A weight of ages did at once descend 
Upon my heart ; no thought embodied, no 
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renaembmnees, but weight aud power,— 
Power growing under weight : alas ! I feel 
That I am trifling : *twas a moment’s pause,— 
All that took place within me came and went 
As in a moment ; yet with Time it dwells, 

And grateful memory, as a thing divine. 

The curious traveller, who, from open day, 
PUth passed with torches into some huge cave, 
The Grotto of Antiparos, or the Den 
Jn old time liauiitcd by that Danish Witch, 
Xordas ; ho ]o<3ks aroimd and sees the vault 
“Widening on all sides ; sees, or thinks ho sees. 
Erelong, the massy roof above his head, 

That instantly unsettles and recedes, — 

Substance and shadow, light and darkness, all 
Commingled, maldug up a canopy 
Of shapes and forms and tendencies to shape 
That shift and vanish, change and interchange 
Like spectres, — ferment silent and sublime ! 

That after a short space works less and less, 

Till, every cflbrt, every motion gone, 

The scene before him stands in perfect view 
Exposed, and lifeless as a written book 1 — 

But let him pause av^hilo, and look again, 

And a new quickening shall succeed, at first 
Beginning timidly, then creeping fast, 

Till the whole cave, so late a senseless mass, 
Busies the eye with images and forms 
Boldly assembled, — ^here is shadowed forth 
Prom the projections, wrinkles, cavities, 

A variegated landscape, — there the shape 
Of some gigantic warrior clad in mail, 



( 

19^ gtiotrtfy of & hooded moults 

YoQed nuii, or pilgrim resting on his staff? 

Starange congregation ! yet not slow to med; 

Syes that perceive through minds that can inspire* 

£ven in such sort had 1 at first been moved, 
^or otherwise continued to be moved, 

As I explored the vast metropolis, 

Fount of my country’s destiny and the world’s ; 
That great emporium, chronicle at once 
And burial-place of passions, and their home 
Imperial, their chief living residence. 

"With strong sensations teeming as it did 
Of past and present, such a place must needs 
Have pleased me, seeking knowledge at that time 
Far less than craving power ; yet knowledge came, 
Sought or unsought, and influxes of power 
Came, of themselves, or at her call derived 
‘ In fits of kindliest apprehensiveness, 

From all sides, when whate’er was in itself 
Capacious found, or seemed to find, in me 
A correspondent amplitude of mind ; 

Such is the strength and glory of our youth 1 
The human nature unto which I felt 
That I belonged, and reverenced with love, 

W^s not a punctual presence, but a spirit 
Diffused through time and space, with aid derived 
Of evidence from monuments, erect, 

Prostrate, or leaning towards their common rest 
In earth, the widely scattered wreck sublime 
Of vanished nations, or more clearly drawn 
*From books and what they picture and record. 

VOL. V. 
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TKft tw, the hiatory of our imtive 
With of Oreece compared and popular Bomo^ 
Aad in our high- wrought modern narratives 
Stript of their harmonising soul, the life 
Of manners and familiar incidents — 

Had never much delighted me. And less 
Than other intellects had mine hoen used 
To lean upon eAtriusic circumstance 
Of Jrecord or tradition ; but a sense 
Of what in the Great City had been done 
And suffered, and was doing, suffering, still, 
Weighed with me, could sup])ort the test of thought; 
And, in despite of all that had gone by, 

Or was departing never to return, 

There I conversed with majesty and power 
Like independent natures. Hence the place 
Was thronged with impregnations like the Wilds 
In which my early feelings had been nursed — 

Bare hills and valleys, full of caverns, rocks, 

And audible seclusions, dashing lakes, 

Echoes and waterfalls, and pointed crags 
That into music touch the passing wind. 

Here then my young imagination found 
JS’o uncongenial clement ; could here 
Among new objects serve or give command, 

Even as the heart’s occasions might requirt‘, 

To forward reason’s else too-s^'rupuloua marcK 
Tb^ effect was, still more elevated views 
Of human nature. Keitlxer vice nor guilt, 
Debasement undergone by body or mind, 

Nor all the misery forced upon my sight, 

Misery not lightly passed, but sometimes scanned 
Most feelingly, could overthrow my trust 
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‘ la mMt we may become ; induoo belirf 
That I was ignorant, bad been falsely taugbt, 

A solitary, who with vain conceits 

Had been inspired, and walked about in dreams. 

From those sad scenes when meditation tume^i,^ 

, Lo ! every thing that was indeed divine 
Betained its purity inviolate, 

Nay brighter shone, by this portentous gloom 
Set off ; such opposition as aroused 
The mind of Adam, yet in Paradise 
Though fallen from bliss, when in tlio East he saw 
^Darkness ere day’s mid course, and morning liglil 
More orient in the western cloud, that drew 
O’er the blue firmament a radiant white, 
Descending slow with something heavenly fraught. 

Add also, tliat among the multitudes 
Of that huge city, oftentimes was seen 
Affectingly set forth, more than elsewhere 
Is possible, the unity of man. 

One spirit over ignorance and vice 
Predominant, in good and evil hearts ; 

One sense for moral judgments, as one eye 
For the sun’s light. The soul when smitten thuiS 
By a sublime idea, whencesoe’er 
Vouchsafed for union or communion, feeds 
On yie pure bliss, and takes her rest with God. 

Thus from a very early age, O Friend ! 

My thoughts by slow gradations had been drawn 
To human-kind, and to the good and ill 

Of human life : Nature had led me on ; 

• 

* From Milton, Par. Logt, xi. 204.— Frf. 
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A« if I bad forgotten her ; but no, 

!Slje world of humau-kiad outweighed not hero 
In my habitual thoughts ; the scale of love, 
Though hllmg daily, still was light, compared 
IKTith that itx which her mighty objects lay. 


BOOK NINTH. 

EESIDENCE IN FRANCE. 

Even as a river, — partly (it might seem) 

Yielding to old remembrances, and swayed 
In part by fear to shape a -way direct, 

That would engulph him soon in the ravenous 8ca~ 
Turns, and will measure back his course, for back, 
Seeking the very regions which he crossed 
In his first outset ; so have w'^e, my Friend I 
Turned and returned with intricate delay. 

Or as a traveller, who has gained the brow 
Of some aerial Down, while Ihero he halts 
For breathing-time, is tempted to review 
The region left behind him ; <!ind, if aught c 
Deserving notice have escaped regard. 

Or been regarded with tuo careless eye, 

;Strives, from that height, with one and yet one more 
Xiast look, to make the host amends he may: 

So have we lingered. How we start afresh 
With courage, and new* hope risen on our toil- 








Vm gi«ertbgfi tio this shapeless eagemeB^ 

"Whem^efi it oomei I xieed^ in work bo long^ 

Thtioo tteediul to the argument which now 
Awaits us r Oh| how much unlike the past ! 

Free as a colt at pasture on the hill, 

I ranged at large, through London’s wide domain^ 
Month after month. Obscurely did 1 live. 

Not seeking frequent intercourse with men, 

By literature, or elegance, or rank, 

Distinguished. Scarcely w as a year thus spe^ ^ 
Ere I forsook the crowded solitude, 

With less regret for its luxurious pomp, 

And all the nicely-guarded shows of art, 

Than for the humble book-stalls in the streets. 
Exposed to eye and hand where’er I turned. 

Prance lured mo forth ; the realm that I had crossed 
So lately, journeying toward the snow-clad Alps. 
But now, relinquishing the scrip and staff, 

And all enjoyment which the summer sun 
Sheds round the stejis of those w-ho meet the ’day 
With motion constant as bis owui, I went 
Prepared to sojourn in a pleasant town. 

Washed by the current of the stately Loire. 

Through Paris lay my readiest course, and thetw 
Sojourning a few days, I visited 
In haste, each spot of old or recent fame, 

The latter chiefly ; from the field of Mars 
Down to the suburbs of St. Antony, 

And from Mont Martre southward to the Dome 
O/ Genevieve. In both her clamorous Halls, 

The National Synod and the Jacobins, 
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I saw tie JEfcevolutioiiftry Power 

Toed like a ship at anehor, rocked bj Btorms ; 

The Arcaded I traversed, in the Palace hug© 

Of Orleans ; coasted round and round the line 
Of Tavern, Brothel, Gaming-house, and Shop,- 
Great rendezvous of worst and best, the walk 
Of all who had a purpose, or had not ; 

I Btared and listened, with a stranger’s cars, 

To Hawkers and Haranguers, hubbub wild ! 

And hissing Pactionisis with ardent eyes, 

In knots, or pairs, or single. Not a look 
Hope takes, or Doubt or Fear is forced to wear. 
But seemed there present ; and I scanned them all 
Watched every gesture uncontrollable, 

Of anger, and vexation, and despite, 

All side by side, and struggling face to face, 

With gaiety and dissolute idleness. 

Where silent zephyrs sported with the dust . 
Of the Bastille, I sate in the open sun, 

And from the rubbish gathered up a stone, 

And pocketed the relic, in the guise 
Of an enthusiast ; yet, in honest truth, 

I looked for something that I could not find, 
Afiecti ug more emotion than I felt; 

For ’tis most certain, that these various sights, 
However potent tlieir first shod., wdth me 
Appeared to recompense the traveller’s pains 
^ licss than tho painted Magdalene of Le Brun, 

A beauty exquisitely wrought, with hair 
V Dishevelled, gleaming eyes, and rueful tsheek 
Pale and bedropped with overflowing tears. 



But hence to my more abode 

I hasten; there, by novelties in speech, 

Domestic manners, cnstoms, gestures, looks, , 
And all the attire of ordinary life. 

Attention was engrossed ; and, thus amused, 

I stood ’mid those concussions, unconcerned, 
Tranquil almost, and careless as a flower 
Glassed in a green-house, or a parlour shrub 
That spreads its leaves in unmolested peace, 

While every bush and tree, tlie country through, 
Is shaking to the roots : indifference this 
Which may seem strange : but I was unprepared-^ 
With needful knowledge, had abruptly passed 
Into a theatre, whose stage was filled 
And busy with an action far advanced. 

Like others, I bad skimmed, and sometimes read 
With care, the master pamphlets of the day ; 

Nor wanted such half-insight as grew wild 
Upon that meagre soil, helped out by talk 
And public news ; but having never seen 
A chronicle tliat might suffice to show 
Whence the main organs of the public power 
Had sprung, their transmigrations, wdicn and how 
Accomplished, giving thus unto events 
A form and body ; all things were to me 
Loose and disjointed, and the a flections left 
Without a vital interest. At that time, 

Moreover, the first storm vras overblown, 

And the strong hand of outward violence 
Locked up in quiet. For myself, I fear 
Now, in connection with so great a theme. 

To speak (as I must he compelled to do) 

Of one so unimportant ; night by night 
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llinbo^, ia ^iiedity, pwilege of birth 
Slo^gtteaterad from the rett, Bocieties 
IPolmhed ia arts, aad in pimctilio versed ; 

WhencO, end from deeper causes, all discourse 
Of good and evil of the time was shunned 
With Bcsrupulous care ; but these restrictions soon 
IpTOTod todious, and I graduaUy withdrew 
3nto a noisier world, and thus ere long 
Became a patriot ; and my heart w’-as all 
Given to the people, and my love was theirs. 

A band of military Officers, 

!rhen stationed in the city, were the chief 
Of my associates : some of these wore swords 
That had been seasoned in the wars, and all 
Were men well-barn ; the chivalry of France* 

In age and temper differing, they had yet 
One spirit ruling in each heart ; ahke • 

(Save only one, hereafter to be named) 

Were bent upon undoing what was done ; 

This was their rest and only hop© ; therewith 
No fear had they of had becoming worse, 

For worst to them was come ; nor would have stirred, 
Or deemed it worth a moment’s thought to stir, 
la any thing, save only as the act 
Jjooked thitherward. One, reckoning by years, 
Was in the pnme of manhood, and erewhile 
He had sate lord in many tender hearts ; 

'Though heedless of such honours now, and changed: 
His temper was quite mastered by the times, 
llnd they had blighted him, had eaten away 
The beauty of his person, doing wrong 
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Xhidomd by Nature with her &ireat gifts 
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A.S much as any that was ever seen, 

A ravage out of season, made by thoughts 
Unhealthy and vexatious. With the hour, 

That ftom the press of Paris duly brought 
Its freight of public news, the fever came, 

A punctual visitant, to shake this man, 

Disarmed his voice and fanned his yellow cheek 
Into a thousand colours ; while he read. 

Or mused, his sword u as haunted by his touch 

Continually, like an uneasy place 

In his own body. ’Tu as in truth an hour 

Of universal ferment ; mildest men 

Were agitated ; and commotions, strife 

Of passion and opinion, filled the w*alls 

Of peaceful houses with unquiet sounds. 

The soil of common life, was, at that time, 

Too hot to tread upon. Oft said 1 then. 

And not then only, “ What a mockery this 
Of history, the past and that to come ! 

Now do I feel how all men are deceived, 

Pending of nations and their works, in faith, 
Paitt given to vanity and emptiness ; ^ 

Oh ! laughter for the page that would reflect 
To future times the face of what now is I” 

The laud all swarmed with passion, like a plain 
Devoured by locusts, — Carra, Gorsaa, — add 
A hundred other names, forgotten now, 

Nor to be heard of more ; yet, they were powers. 
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Like ea^quakesy shocks repeated day hy day^ 

And felt through erery nook of town and field. 

Such was the state of things. Meanwhile the chief 
Of my associates stood prepared for flight 
To augment the hand of emigrants in arms 
Upon the borders of the Bhine, and leagued 
With foreign foes mustered for instant war. 

This was their undisguised intent, and they 
Were wailing with the whole of their desires 
The moment to depart. 

An Englishman, 

Bom in a land whose very name appeared 
To license some unruliness of mind ; 

A stranger, witJi youth’s further privilege, 

And the indulgence that a half-learnt speech 
Wins from the courteous ; I, who liad been else 
Shunned and not tolerated, freely lived 
With these defenders of the Crown, and talked, 
And heard their notions ; nor did they disdain 
The wish to bring me over to their cause. 

But though untaught by thinking or by books 
To reason well of polity or law, 

And nice distinctions, then on every tongue, 

Of natural rights and civil ; and to acts 
Of nations and their passing interests, , 

(If with unworldly ends and aurs compared) 
Almost indifierent, even the historian’s tale 
Prizing but little otherwise than T prized 
Tales of the poets, as it made the heart 
Beat high, and filled the fancy with fair forms, 

Old heroes and their sufferings and their deeds ;* 
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Yet; in’ &e rfegal eoep^ and the |)omp 
Of eiders and degrees, 1 nothing feimd 
1;h6n, or had ever, even in crudest youth, 

That dazsled me, but rather what I mourned 
4ud ill could brook, beholding that the best 
« Buled not, and feeling that they ought to rule. 

Bor, bom in a poor district, and which yet 
Betaineth more of ancient homeliness, 

Than any other nook of English ground, 

It was my fortune scarcely to have seen, 

Through the whole tenor of my school-day time, 

The face of one, who, whether boy or man, 

Was vested with attention or respect 

Through claims of wealth or blood ; nor was it least 

Of many benefits, in later years 

Derived from academic institutes 

And rules, that they held something up to view 

Of a Bepublic, where all stood thus far 

trpon equal ground ; that we were brothers all 

In honour, as in one community, 

Scholars and gentlemen ; where, furthermore, 
Distinction open lay to all that came. 

And wealth and titles were in less esteem 
Than talents, worth, and prosperous industry. 

Add unto this, subservience from the first 
To presences of Q-od’s mysterious power 
Made manifest in T^ature’s sovereignty, 

And fellowship with venerable hooka, 

To sanction the proud workings of the soul, 

And mountain liberty. It could not be ^ 

But that one tutored thus should look with awe 
*lJpon the faculties of man, receive 
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Olndl/ the li%be8t jvmxdm, heil, 

JkM tMt, the govemiamt of equal rights 
j|jud ia^Tidu^ worth. And hence, 0 Friend ! 

If St tho first great outbreak 1 rejoiced 
Less than might well befit my youth, the cause 
In l^art lay here, that unto me tho events 
Seemed nothing out of nature’s certain course, 

A gilt that was come rather late than soon. 

JTo wbhder, then, if advocates like these, 

Infiamed by passion, blind with prejudice, 

And stung with iiyury, at this riper day, 

Were impotent to make my hopes put on 
The shape of theirs, my understanding bend 
In honour to their honour : zeal, which yet 
Had slumbered, now in opposition burst 
Forth like a Polar summer : every word 
They uttered was a dart, by counter- winds 
Blown back upon themselves ; their reason seemed 
Confusion-stricken by a higher power 
Than human understanding, their discourse 
Maimed^ spiritless ; and, in their weakness strong, 

1 triumphed. 

Meantime, day by day, the roads 
Were crowded with the bravest youth of France, 
And all the promptest of her spirits, linked 
In gallant soldiership, ami posting on 
To meet the war upon her frontier bounds. , 
Tet at this very moment do tears start 
Into mine eyes : I do not say I weep — 

I wept not then,— but tears have dimmed my sight, 
In memory of the farewells of that time, 
ifomestic severiugs, female fortitude 
At dearest separation, patriot love 
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Anfl sStdevotiott^^tid terrestrial hope, 

Xbieomged Witli a martyr’s confidence ; 

Sirmt files of strangers merely seen but onca^ 

And for a moment, men from far with sound 
of music, martial tunes, and banners spread, 

> Entering the dty, hero and there a face, 

Or person, singled out among the rest. 

Yet still a stranger and beloved as sucb ; 

Even by these passing spectacles my heart 
Was oftentimes uplifted, and they seemed 
Arguments sent from Heaven to prove the cause 
Good, pure, which no one could stand up against^ 
Who was not lost, abandoned, selfish, prou^ 

Mean, miserable, wilfully depraved, 

Hater perverse of equity and truth. 

Among that band of Officers was one, 

Already hinted at, of other mould— 

A patriot, thence rejected by the rest, 

And with an oriental loatlung spurned, 

As of a diflerent caste. A meeker man 
Than this lived never, nor a more benign, 

Meek though enthusiastic. Injuries 
Made him more gracious, and his nature then 
Did breathe its sweetness out most sensibly, 

As aromatic flowers on Alpine turf. 

When foot hath crushed them. He through the events 
Of that great change wandered in perfect faith* 

As through a book, an old romance, or tale 
Of Fairy, or some dream of actions wrought 
behind the summer clouds. By birth he ranked 
With the most noble, but unto the poor 
Among mankind he was in service bound, 
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As bj some tie invisible, oatba professed ' 

To a religious order. Man he loved 
As man; and, to the mean and the obscui'e. 
And all the homely in their homely works, 
Transferred a courtesy w^hich had no air 
Of condescension ; but did rather seem 
A passion and a gallantry, like that 
Which he, a soldier, in his idler day 
Had paid to woman: somewhat vain he was, 
Or seemed so, yet it was not vanity, 

Hut fondness, and a kind of radiant joy 
Didused around him, while ho was intent 
On works of love or freedom, or revolved 
Complacently the progress of a cause, 
Whereof he was a part: yet this was meek 
And placid, and look nothing from the man 
Tliat was delight fuh Oft in solitude 
With him did 1 discourse about the end 
Of civil government, and its wisest forms ; 

Of ancient loyalty, and chartered rights, 
Custom and habit, novelty and change ; 

Of self-respect, and virtue in tho few 
I'^or patrimonial honour set apart, 

And ignorance in the labouring multitude. 
For he, to all intolerance indisposed, 

Balanced these contemplations in Ids mind ; 
And I, who at that time was scarcely dijiped 
Into the turmoil, bore a sounder judgment 
Than later days allowed ; carried about me, 
With less alloy to its integrity, 

The experience of past ages, as, through help 
Of books and common life, it makes sure way 
To youthful minds, by objects over near 
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Not pressed upon, nor dazzled or mialed 
By etrugglitig with the crowd for present ends- 

But though not deaf, nor obstinate to find 
Error without excuse upon the side 
Pf them who strove against us, more delight 
We took, and let this freely be confessed. 

In painting to ourselves the miseries 
Of royal courts, and that voluptuous life 
Unfeeling, where the man who is of soul 
The meanest thrives the most ; where dignity, 

True personal dignity, abideth not ; 

A light, a cruel, and vain world cut ofi' 

Erom the iiatui*al inlets of just sentiment, 

Erom lowly sympathy and chastening truth ; 
Where good and evil interchange their names, 

And thirst for bloody spoils abroad is paired 
With vice at home. We added dearest themes — 
Man and his noble nature, as it is 
The gift which God lias placed within his power. 
His hlL^ desires and steady faculties 
Capable of clear truth, the one to break 
Bondage, the other to build liberty 
On firm foundations, making social life, 

Through knowledge spreading and imperishable, 

As just in regulation, and as pure 
As indh^idual in the wise and good. 

Wo summoned up the honourable deeds 
Of ancient Story, thought of eacli bright spot, 

That would be found in all recorded time. 

Of truth preserved and error passed away ; 

Of single spirits that catch the fhune from Heaven, 
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And how the muliitudea of men will feed ' 

And fan eacli others tbouglit of sects, bow keen 
They »re to put tbe appropriate nature on, 
Triumphant over every obstacle 
Of custom, language, country, love, or bate, 

And wbat they do and suffer for their creed $ 

How far they travel, and how long endure ; 

How quickly mighty Nations have been formed, 
^Prrnn least beginnings ; bow, together locked 
By new opinions, scattered tribes have made 
One body, spreading wide as clouds in heaven. 

To aspirations then of our own minds 
Did we appeal ; and, finally, beheld 
A living confirmation of the whole 
Before us, in a people from the depth 
Of shameful imbecility uprisen, 

Fresh as the morning star. Elate we looked 
Upon their virtues ; saw% in rudest men, 
Self-sacrifice the firmest ; generous love, 

And continence of mind, and sense of right, 
Uppermost in the midst of fiercest strife* 

Oh, sweet it is, in academic groves, 

Or such retirement, Friend ! as we have known 
In the green dales beside our Botha’s stream, 
Greta, or Derwent, or some nameless rill, 

To ruminate, with interchange of talk, « 

On rational liberty, and hope in man, 

J ustice and peace. But far more sv cet such toil — 
Toil, say I, for it leads to thoughts abstruse — 

If nature then be stcuding on the brink 
Of some great trial, and we hear the voice 
Of one devpted,— one whom circumstance 
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Hiitlr <5fillod upon to embody Lis deep sensp 
In action, give it outwardly a shape, 

And that of benediction, to the world. 

Then doubt is not, and truth is more than truth,— 
A hope it is, and a desire ; a creed 
Of zeal, by an authority Divine 
Sanctioned, of danger, difficulty, or death. 

Such conversation, under Attic shades, 

Did Dion hold witli Plato; ripened thus 
For a Deliverer’s glorious task, — and such 
He, on that ministry already bound, 

Held with Eudemus and Timouides, 

Surrounded by adventurers in arms, 

"When those two vessels with their daring freight. 
For the Sicilian Tyrant’s overthrow, 

Sailed from Zacyntlius, — philosophic war, 

Led by Philosophejrs, With harder fate, 

Though like ambition, such was he, O Friend! 

Of whom I speak. So Beaupuis (let the name 
Stand near the worthiest of Antiquity) 

Fashioned his life ; and many a long discourse, 
With like persuasion honoured, we maintained ; 
He, on his part, accoutred for the worst, 

He perished fighting, in supreme command, 

Upon the borders of the unhappy Loire, 

For liberty, against deluded men, 

Hi* fellow country-men ; and yet most blessed 
In til is, that he the fate of later times 
Lived not to see, nor wJiat we now behold, 

Who have as ardent hearts as he had then. 

Along that very Loire, with festal mirth 
^Eesoundini^ at all hours, and innocent yet 

VOL. V. 



^0 ' 

Of civil aij^ttghfcer, was our frequeut walk ; 

Or ia wide forests of continuous sliade, 

I<ofby and over-arclied, with open space 
Beneath the trees, clear footing many a mile-- 
A solemn region. Oft amid those haunts, 

I'rom earnest dialogues I slipped in thought. 

And let remembrance steal to other times, 

When, o’er those interwoven roots, moss-clad, 

And smooth as marble or a wavelcss sea, 

Some Hermit, from his cell forth-strayed, might pace 
In sylvan meditation undisturbed ; 

As on the pavement of a Gothic church 
Walks a lone Monk, wheu service hath expired. 

In pence and silence. But if e’er was heard, — 
Heard, though unseen, — a devious traveller, 

Eetiruig or approaching from afar 
With speed and echoes loud of trampling hoofs 
Prom the hard floor reverberated, then 
It was Angelica thundering tlirougb the woods 
Upon her palfrty, or that gentle maid 
Erminia, fugitive as fair as she. 

Sometimes meth ought I saw a pair of knights 
Joust underueath the trees, that as in storm 
Eocked liigh above their lieads ; anon, tlie din 
Of boisterous meiTiment, and music’s roar. 

In sudden proclamation, burst from haunt 

Satyrs in some viewless glade, with dance „ 
Eejoicing o’er a female in the midst, 

,A mortal beauty, their unhappy thraJl. 

The width of those huge forests, uuto me 
rA novel scene, did often in this way 
Master my fancy while I wandered on 
With that, revered companion. And sometimes — 



Wlieii to a conveat in a meadow gp©6a. 

By a brook^side, we came, a roofless pile. 

And not by reverential toucli of Time 
Dismantled, but by violence abrupt— 

In spite of those heart-bracing colloquies. 

In spite of real fervour, and of that 

Less genuine and wrought up within myself — 

1 could not but bewail a wrong so harsh, 

And for the Matin-hell to sound no more 
Grieved, and the twilight taper, and the cross 
High on the topmost pinnacle, a sign 
(How welcome to the weary traveller's eyes !) 

Of hospitality and peaceful rest. 
j\nd when the partner of those varied walks 
Pointed upon occasion to the site 
Of Iloiiiorentin, home of ancient kings, 

To the imperial odifi(*c of Blois, 

Or to that rural castle, name now slipped 
Prom my remembrance, liero a lady lodged, 

By tlie first Fraiicjs \\ ooed, and hotind to him 
In chains of mutual passion, from the tower, 

Asa tradition of the coiaiirj tells, 

Practised to commune Tvith her royal knight 
By crosseis and love-beacons, intercourse 
’IVixt her high-seated residence and his 
Par off at Chamhord on the plain beneath ; 

Evon here, though less 1 ban with the peaceful hoaso 
llcligious, hnid those frequent monuments 
Of Kings, their \ices and their better deeds, 
Imagination, potent to inflame 
At times with virtuous wrath and noble scorji, 

Did also often mitigate the force 
Of civic prejtidice, the bigot 





So call it, of a youthful patriot's mind ; 

And on these spots with many gleams I looked 
Of chivalrous delight. Yet not the less. 

Hatred of absolute rule, where will of one 
Is law for all, and of that barren pride 
In them who, by immunities unjust, 

Between the sovereign and the peojde stand, 

His helper and not theirs, laid stronger hoid 
Daily uj)on me, mixed with pity too 
/lind lovo ; for where hope is, there love will be 
For the abject multitnde. And when we chanced 
One day to meet a hunger-bitten girl, 

Who crept along fitting her languid gait 

Unto a heifer’s motion, by a cord 

Tied to her arm, and picking thus from the lane 

Its sustenance, while the girl with pallid haiids^ 

Was busy knitting in a heartless mood 

Of solitude, and at the sight my friend 

In agitation said, ’Tis against tlmi 

That we are fighting,” I with him believed 

That a benignant spirit w’as abroad 

'Wliich might not be withstood, that j^overty 

Abject as this would in a little time 

Be found no more, tliat w^e should see the earth 

Unthwarlcd in her wish to recoinpenso 

The meek, the lowly, patient child of toil, 

All institutes for ever blotted out 
That legalised exclusion, empty pomp 
Abolished, sensual state and cruel power 
Whether by edict of the one or few ; 

, And finally, as sum and crown of all, 

Should see the people having a strong hand 
In framing their own laws ; whence better days * 
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To all mankind. But, tliese things s^t apart, , 
Was not this single confidence enough 
To animate the mind that ever turned 
A thought to human welfare ? That henceforth 
Captivity by mandate without law 
iSliould cease ; and open accusation lead 
To sentence in the hearing of the world, 

And open punishment, if not the air 
Be free to breathe in, and the heart of man 
Dread nothing. Prom this height I shall not stoop 
To humbler matter that detained us oft 
In thought or conversation, public acts, ^ 

And public persons, and emotions wrought 
Within the breast, as ever-varying winds 
Of record or report swept over us ; 

But I might here, instead, repeat a tale,* 

Told by iny Patriot friend, of sad events, 

That prove to what low depth had struck the roots. 
How widely spread the boughs, of that old tree 
Which, as a deadly inischief, and a foul 
And black dishonour, Prance was weary of. 

Oh, ha])py time of 3 outliful lovers, (thus 
The stor}" might begin,) oh, balmy time, 

In whieli a love-knot, on a lad3'’s brow, 

Is fairer than the fairest star in Heaven ! 

So inight — and with that prelude did begin 
The record ; aud, in faithful verse, was given 
The doleful setpiel. 

But our little bark 

On a strong river boldly hath been launched ; 

And from the driving current should we turn 

* See Vaudi'jieour aud Julia,” vol, i. p. 285 , — SiL 





To loiter wilMly within a creek, 

Howe’er attractive, ITellow voyager ! 

Woold’st thou ncft cliide ? Yet deem not my pains loet: 
Por Vaudracoui- and Julia (so were named 
The ill-iated pair) in that plain tale will draw 
Tears from the hearts of others, when their own 
Shall heat no more, Tlion, also, there mayst read, 

At leisxirc, how the enamoured youth was driven, 
public power abased, to fatal crime, 

Nature’s rebellion against monstrous law ; 

How, between heart and heart, oppression thrust 
Her mandates, severing whom true love liad joined, 
Harassing both ; until he sank and pressed 
The couch his fate had made for him ; supine, 

Save when the stings of viperous remorse, 

Trying their strength, enforced him to start up, 
Aghast and prayorless* Into a deep wood 
Ho fled, to sliuu the haunts of Imman kind ; 

There dwelt, weakened in spirit more and more ; 

Nor could Iho voice of Freedom, which tlirough France 
Full speedily resounded, public hope, 

Or personal memory of his own worst wrongs, 

< Bouse him ; but, hidden in those gloomy sliadof% 

His days he wjisted, — an imbecile mind. 
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BOOK TENm 
EESIDENCE IN FRANCE. 

OONTIHUBD. 

It was a beautiful and silent day 
That overspread tlie countenance of earth, 

Then fading with unusual quietness, — 

A day as beautiful as e’er was given 
To soothe regret, though deepening what it soothed, 
When by the gliding Loire I paused, and cast 
Upon his rich domains, vineyard and tilth, 

Green meadow-ground, and many-coloured woods, 
Again, and yet again, a farewell look ; 

Then from the quiet of that scene passed on. 

Bound to the fierce ]\relro polls. IVom his throne 
The Kiug had fallen, and that invading host — 
Presumptuous cloud, on whose black front was written 
The tender mercies of the dismal wind 
That bore it — on the plains of Liberty 
Had burst innocuous. Say in bolder words, 

They — wlio had come elate as eastern hunters 
Banded beneath the Great Mogul, when he 
Erewhile went forth from Agra or Lahore, 

Bajahs and Omrahs in his train, intent 
To drive their prey enclosed wdthin a ring 
Wide as a province, but, the signal given, 

Before the point of the Hfe-threatening spear 
^Narrowing itself by moments — they, rash mer., 
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Had Been the anticipated qnaary turned 
Into avengers, from whose wrath they fled 
In terror. Disappointment and dismay 
Beinained for all whose fancies had run wild 
With evil expectations; confidence 
And perfect triumph for the better cause. 

The State— as if to stamp the final seal 
On her security, and to the world 
iShow what she was, a high and fearless soul, 
Exulting in defiance, or heart-stung 
By sharp resentment, or belike to taunt 
With spiteful gratitude the baffled League, 

That had stirred up her slackening fjxculties 
To a new^ transition — ^when the King was crushed, 
Spared not the empty throne, and in proud haste 
Assumed the body and venerable name 
Of a Kepublic. liamentable crimes, 

’Tis true, bad gone before this Lour, dire w^ork 
Of massacre, in w^hich the senseless sword 
Was prayed to as a judge; but these Tvere past, 
Earth free from them for ever, as wna thought, — 
Ephemeral monsters, to be seen but once ! 

Things that could only show themselves and die. 

Cheered wuth this hope, to Paris i returned, 
And ranged, with ardour heretofore unfelt, t 
The* spacious city, and in progress passed 
The prison where the unhappy Monarch lay, 
Associate with his children and his wife 
^In bondage ; and the palace, lately stormed 
With roar of cannon by a furious host, 

I crossed the square (an empty area then !) 
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Of the Carrousel, where so late had lain 
The dead, upon the dying heaped, and gazed 
On this and other spots, as doth a man 
Upon a volume whose contents he knows 
Are memorable, but from him locked up, 

Being written in a tongue he cannot read, 

So that he questions the mute leaves with pain, 
And half upbraids their silence. But that night 
I felt most deeply in what world I was, 

What ground I trod on, and what air I breathed. 
High w'as my room and lonely, near the roof 
Of a large mansion or hotel, a lodge ^ 

That would have pleased me in more quiet times j 
JNor was it wholly without pleasure then. 

With iinextiiiguished taper I kept watch, 

.Heading at intervals ; the fear gone by 
Pressed on me almost like a fear to conic. 

I tboiight of those September massacres, 

Divided from me by one little month, 

’ Saw them and touched : the rest was conjured up 
From tragic fictions or true history, 
liemcmbrances and dim admonishments. 

The horse is taught his manage, and no star 

Of wildest course but treads back his own steps j 

Jt'or the spent hurricane the air provides 

As fierce a snccessor ; the tide retreats 

But to return out of its hiding-place 

In the great deep ; all things have second birtlx ; 

The eartliquakc is not satisfied at once ; 

And in this way I wrought upon myself, 

Until I seemed to hear a voice that cried, 

To the whole city, “ Sleep no more.** The trance 
’ Fled with the voice to which it had given birth ; 
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But comments of a e^er mind 
Bfomised soft peace and sweet forgetfulness.. 
Tkeplac^ all Lushed and silent as it was, 

Appeared unlit for the repose of night, 

Befenoeless as a wood where tigers roam. 

T^ith early morning tow'ards the Palace-walk 
Of Orleans eagerly I turned: as yet 
' The streets were still ; not so those long Arcades ; 
There, ’mid a peal of ill-matched sounds and cries, 
That greeted me on entering, 1 could hear 
Shrill voices from the hawkers in the throng, 

Baw'liug, “ l)ennnciation of the Crimes 
Of Maximilifin Eobespierre the liaiid, 

Prompt as the voice, held forth a printed speech ^ 

The same that had been recently pronounced, 

When Eobespierre, not ignorant for wbat marli 
Some words of indirect reproof liad been 
Intended, rose in hardihood, and dared 
The man who bad an ill surmise of him 
To bring his charge in openness ; whereat, 

When a dead pause ensued, and no one stirred, 

In silence of all present, from his seat 
Louvet walked single through the avenue, 

And took his station in the Tribune, saying, 

** I, Eobespierre, accuse thee !” Well is known 
The inglorious issue of that charge, and how « 

He, who had launched the startling thunderbolt, 

The one bold man, whose voice the attack had sounded, 
"W^as left without a follower to discharge 
His perilous duty, and retire lamenting 
That Heaven’s best aid is wasted upon men 
Who to themselves are false. 
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* But tbede tluBgi^ , ' 

Of wMeli I spealc, only as they were storm 
Or stinslune to my in^vidual mxnd> 

No furtlier. Let me then relate thast now— 

In some sort seeing with my proper eyes 
That Liberty, and Life, and Death, would soon ' 

To the remotest comers of the land 
Lie in the arbitrement of those w ho ruled 
The capital City ; what w^as struggled for, 

And by what combatants victory must be won ; 

The indecision on their part whose aim 

Seemed best, and tho straightforward path of tbosi^ 

Who in attack or in defence w^ere strong 

Through their impiety — mj inmost soul 

Was agitated ; yea, I could almost 

Ifavo prayed that througliout cai'th upon all meUy 

By patient exercise of reason made 

Worthy of libert}’', all spirits filled 

Witb zeal expanding in Truth’s holy light, 

The gift of tongues might fall, and power airive 
Brorn the four quarters of the w inds to do 
For France, w hat without helj) she could not do, 

A w ork of honour ; think not that to this 
1 added, w ork of safety ; fi'om all doubt 
Or trej)idation for the end of things 
Far was I, far as angels are from guilt. 

• 

Tot did I grieve, nor only grieved, but thought 
Of opposition and of remedies : 

An insignificant stranger and obscure, 

And one, moreoyer, little graced witlx power 
Of eloquence even in my native speech, 

And all unfit for tumult or intrigue, 
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Tet wotdd I at this tiioe with willing heart* 
Hare undertaken for a cause so great 
Service however dangerous. I revolved, 

How much the destiny of Man had still 
Hung upon single persons ; that there was, 
Transcendent to all local patrimony, 

One natime, as there is one sun in heaven ; 

That objects, even as they are great, thereby 
Ho come within the reach of humblest eyes ; 
That Man is only weak through his mistrust 
And want of hope where evidence divine 
Proclaims to him that hope should be most sure ; 
WTor did the inexperience of my youth 
Preclude conviction, that a spirit strong 
In hope, and trained to noble aspirations, 

A spirit ihorongbly faithful to itself, 

Is for Society’s unreasoning herd 
A domineering instinct, se^^'C8 at once 
Por way and guide, a fluent receptacle 
That gathers up each petty straggling rill 
And vein of water, glad to be rolled on 
In safe obedience ; that a inind, whose rest 
Is where it ought to be, in self-restraint, 

In circumspection and simplicity, 

Palls rarely in entire discomfiture 
Below’ its aiui, 6v nmets witli, from without, 

A treachery that foils it or defeats ; 

And, lastly, if the means on human will, 

Prail liumaij will, dependent should betray 
film wdio too boldly trusted them, I felt 
^That 'mid the loud distractions of the world 
A sovereign voice subsists within the soul. 
Arbiter undisturbed of right and wrong, 
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Of life atid death, in majesty severe 
Enjoining, as may best promote the aims 
Of truth and justice, either sacrifice, 

From whatsoever region of our cares 
Or our infirm affections Nature pleads, 

Earnest and blind, against the stern decree. 

On the other side, 1 called to mind those truths^ 
That are the common-places of the schools — 

(A theme for boys, too hackneyed for their sires,) 

Yet, with a revelation’s liveliness, 

In all their comprehensive bearings known 
And visible to philosophers of old, 

31en who, to business of the world untrained, 
liived ill the shade ; and to Ilarmoclius know'ji 
And his compeer Aristogiton, known 
To Brutus — that tyrannic power is wealc, 

Hath neitlicr gratitude, nor faith, nor love, 

Nor the support of good or twil men 
To tmst in ; that the godhead whiidi is ours 
Can never utterly bo charmed or stilled ; 

That nothing hath a natural right to last 
But equity and reason ; that all else 
fleets foes irreconcilable, and at best 
Lives only by variety of disease. 

WeiQ might my wishes be intense, my thoughts 
Strong and perturbed, not doubting at that time 
Bnt that the virtue of one paramount mind , 

Would have abashed those impious crests — have quelled 
Outrage and bloody power, and — in despite • 

Of what the People long had been and were 
TCtrough ignorance and false teaching, sadder proof 



Of immaturity, aad— -iu the teeth 
Of desperate opposition from without — 

"Have cleared a passage for just government, 

And left a solid birthright to the State, 

]B^de>^med, according to example given 
By ancient lawgivers. 

In this frame of mind, 
Hn^ed by a chain of harsh necessity, 

“So eeemed it, — now I thanlcfuUy acknowledge. 
Eoroed by the gracious providence of Heaven,— 
To Hngland I returned, else (though assured 
That I both was and must be of small weight, 

No better than a landsman on the deck 
Of a«hip struggling with a hideous storm) 
Doubtless, I should have then made common cause 
With some ^'ho pcrislied; haply porislied too, 

A poor niistal\ on and bewildered oflering, — 

Should to the breast of Nature have gone back, 
With all my resolutions, all my hopes, 

A Poet only to myself, to men 
Useless, and even, beloved Friend ! a soul 
To thee unknown ! 

Twice bad the trees let fall 
Their leaves, as often Winter had put on 
His hoary crowm, since 1 had seen the surge 
Beat against Albion’s shore, since ear of mine 
Had caught tlie accents of my iii?tive speech 
Upon our luitivc country’s sacred ground. 

A, patriot of the world, how could I glide 
Into communion with her sylvan shades, 

IJrewhilo my tuneful liaunt ? It pleased me more 
To abide in the groat City, vrhere I found 
The general air sriil busy with the stir 
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Of that tot menxoraUe onset made 
By a strong levy of hnmanity 
Upon the traffickers in Negro blood ; 

Effort which, though defeated, had recalled 
To notice old forgotten principles, 

And through the nation spread a novel heat 
Of virtuous fecliug. For myself, I own 
That this particular strife had wanted power 
To rivet my affections ; nor did now 
Its unsuccessful issue miicli excite 
My sorrow ; for I brought with me the faith 
That, if France prospered, good men would notion^ 
Pay fruitless worship to humanity, 

And this most rotten branch of human shame, 
Object, so seemed it, of superfluous pains, 

Would fall together with its parent tree. 

What, then, were my emotions, when in arms 
Britain put forth her free-born strength in league, 

^ Oh, pii y and shamt*. ! with those confederate Powers ! 
Not in my single self alone I found, 

But ill tjjo minds of all ingenuous youth, 

Change and subversion from that hour. No shock 
Given to my moral nature had I known 
Uouii to tluit very moment ; neither lapse 
Nor turn of scntinient that might be named 
A. revolution, save at this one time ; 

All# else was progress on the self-same patli 
On which, with a diversity of 
I had been travelling: this a stride at once 

C? ^ 

Into another region. As a light 
And pliant harebell, swinging ui the breeze ^ 
On some grey rock — its birth-place — so had I 
Wantoned; fast rooted on the ancient tower 
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Of my beloved countiy, wisWiig not 
A happier fortune than to wither there : 

Now was I from that pleasant station torn 
And tossed about in whirlw^ind. I rejoiced, 

Tea, afterwards—- truth most painful to record ! — 
Exulted, in the triumph of my soul, 

Wlien Englishmen by thousands were overthrown; 
Left without glory on the field, or driven, 

Brave hearts ! to slmmcful flight. It was a grief,— 
Grief call it not, ’twas anything but that, — 

A conflict of sensations without name, 

Of which he only, wlio may love the sight 
Of a village steeple, as I do, can judge, 

Wlion, in the congregation bending all 
To their great leather, prayers wore oflereJ up. 

Or praises for our country’s victories ; 

And, *mid the simple worshippers, perchance 

I only, like an uninvited guest 

Whom no one owned, sate silent, shall I add, 

Fed on the day of vengeance yet to come. 

Oh ! much have they to account fur, wlio could tear^ 
By violence, at one decisive rent, 

From the best youth in England their dear pride, 
Their joy, in England ; this, too, at a time 
In w hich worst losses easily might v/ean 
The best of names, when patriotic love 
Did of itself in modesty give way, 

Like the Precursor when the Deity 
Is come Whose harbinger he was ; a tinui 
In which apostasy from ancient faith 
Seemed but conversion to a higher creed ; 

Withal a season dangerous and wild, 
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A timts when sage Experience would have snatched 
Plowers out of any hedge-row to compos© 

A chaplet in contempt of his grey locks. 

"When the proud fleet that bears the red-cross flag 
In that unworthy service was prepared 
To mingle, I beheld the vessels lie, 

A brood of gallant creatures, on the deep ; 

I saw them in their rest, a sojourner 
Through a whole month of calm and glassy days 
In that delightful island which protects 
Their place of convocation — there I heard, 

Each evening, pacing by the still sea- shore, 

A monitory sound that never failed, — 

The sunset cannon, "While the orb went down 
In the tranquillity of nature, came 
That voice, ill requiem ! seldom heard by me 
"Without a spirit overcast by dark 
Imaginations, sense of woes to come, 

Sorrow for human kind, and pain of heart. 

In France, the men, wlio, for their despercate ends. 
Had plucked up mercy by the roots, were glad 
Of this new enemy. Tyrants, strong before 
In wicked pleas, were strong as demons now ; 

And thus, on every side beset with foes, 

Th® goaded land waxed mad ; the crimes of few 
Spread into madness of the many ; blasts 
From hell came sanctified like airs from heaven. 

% 

The sternness of the just, the faith of those 
Who doubted not that Providence had times 
Of vengeful retribution, theirs who throned 
"The human Understanding paramount 
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And made of that their G-od, the hopes of men 
Who were content to barter short-lived pangs 
Por a paradise of ages, the blind rage 
Of insolent tempera, the light vanity 
Of intermeddlers, steady purposes 
Of the suspicious, slips of the indiscreet, 

And all the accidents of life — were pressed 
into one service, busy with one work. 

The Senate stood aghast, her prudence quenched, 

Her wisdom stifled, and her justice scared. 

Her frenzy only active to extol 

Past outrages, and shape the way for new, 

Which no one dared to oppose or mitigate. 

Domestic carnage now filled the whole year 
With feast-days ; old men from the chimney-nook, 
The maiden from the bosom of her love, 

The mother from tlie cradle of her babe. 

The warrior from the field — all perished, all — 
Priends, enemies, of all parties, ages, ranks, 

Head after head, and never heads enough 

Por those that bade them fall. They found their joy, 

T^iey made it proudly, eager as a child, 

(If like desires of innocent little ones 
May with such heiuous appetites be compared), 
Pleased in some open field to exercise 
A toy that mimics with revolving wings 
The motion of a w'ind-mill ; though the air 
Do of itself blow fresh, and make tLe vanes 
Spin in his eyesight^ that contents him not, 
iBut, witli the plaything at arm’s length, he sets 
His front against the blast, and runs amain, 

That it may whirl the faster. 
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Amid the depth 

Ck those enormities, even thinking minds 
Forgot, at seasons, whence they had their being 
Forgot that such a sound was ever heard 
As Liberty upon earth : yet all beneath 
Her innocent authority was wrought, 

Nor could have been, without her blessed name. 

The illustrious wife of Roland, in the hour 
Of her composure, felt tliat agony, 

And gave it vent in lier last words. O Friend ! 

It was a lamentable time for man, 

Whether a hoj^e had e’er been his or not : 

A woful time for them whose hopes survived 
The shock ; most woful for those few who still 
Were flattered, and had trust in human kind : 

They had the deepest feeling of the grief. 

Meanwhile the Invaders fared as they deserved : 

The Herculean Commonwealth had put forth her arms, 
And throttled with an infant godhead’s might 
The snakes about her cradle ; that was w^ell, 

And as it should be ; yet no cure for them 
Whose souls were sick with pain of what would be 
Hereafter brought in charge against mankind. 

Most melancholy at that time, O Friend 1 

Were my day-thoughts, — my nights were miserable ; 

Through months, througli years, long after the last beat 

Of th(jse atrocities, the hour of sleep 

To me came rarely charged with natural gifts, 

Such ghastly visions had I of despair 
And tyranny, and implements of death ; 

And innocent victims sinking under fear. 

And momentary hope, and worn-out prayer, 

Eitch in his separate cell, Or penned in crowds 

X 2 
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For sacrifice, and struggling with fond mirth . 

And levity in dungeons, where the dust 

Was laid with tears. Then suddenly the scene 

Changed, and the unbroken dream entangled me . 

In long orations, wdiich I strove to plead 
Before unjust tribunals, — ^with a voice 
Labouring, a brain confounded, and a sense, 
Death-like, of treacherous desertion, felt 
In the last place of refuge — my own soul. 

When I began in youth’s delightful prime 
To yield myself to Nature, when that strong 
And holy passion overcame me first, 

Nor day nor night, evening or mom, was free 
From its oppression. But, 0 Power Supreme! 
Without Whose call this world would cease to breathe 
Who from the fountain of Tliy grace dost fill 
The veins that branch through every frame of life, 
Making man what he is, creature divine, 

In single or in social eminence, 

Above the rest raised infinite ascents 
When reason that enables him to bo 
Is not sequestered — what a change is here! 

How different ritual for this after-w'orslnp, 

What countenance to promote this second love ! 

The first was service paid to things which lie 
Guarded within the bosom of Thy will. 

Therefore to serve was high be atiiude ; * 

Tumult was therefore gladness, and the fear 
Jlnnobling, venerable ; sleep secure, 

^ And waking thoughts more rich than happiest dreams. 


But as tlic ancient Fre^jb^ts, borne alofit 
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In vision, yet constrained hy natural laws 
With them to take a troubled human heart, 
Wanted not consolations, nor a creed 
Of reconcilement, then when they denounce^ 
On towns and cities, wallowing in the abyss 
Of their offences, punishment to come ; 

Or saw, like other men, with bodily eyes, 

Before them, in some desolated place, 

The wrath consummate and the threat fulfilled ; 
So, with devout humility be it said, 

So, did a portion of that spirit fall 

On me uplifted from the vantage-ground 

Of pity and sorrow to a state of being 

That through the time/s exceeding fierceness saw 

Glimpses of retribution, terrible. 

And in tbe order of sublime behests ; 

But, even if that were not, amid the awe 
Of unintelligible chastisement, 

- Not only acquiescences of faith 
Survived, but daring sympathies with power, 
Motions not treacherous or profane, else why 
Within the folds of no ungentle breast 
Their dread vibration to this hour prohmgfal ? 

“ Wild blasts of music thus could find their way 
Into the midst of turbulent events ; 

So that worst tempests might be listened to. 
Then was the truth received into my heart,* 

Tliat, under heaviest sorrow earth can bring, 

If from the affliction somewhere do not grow ^ 
Honour which could not else have been, a faitli, 
An elevation, afad a sanctity, « 

If new strength be not given nor old restored. 

The blam©*tvis ours, not Nature’s. When a taunt 
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Was taken up by scoffers in their pride, 

Saying, Behold the harvest that we reap 
Prom popular government and equality,** 

I clgarly saw that neither these nor aught 
Of wild belief engrafted on their names 
By false philosophy had caused the woe, 

But a terrific reservoir of guilt 

And ignorance filled up from age to age, 

That could no longer hold its loathsome charge, 

But burst and spread in deluge through the land. 

And as the desert hath green spots, the sea 
Small islands scattered amid stormy waves, 

So tJiat disastrous period did not want 
Bright sprinklings of all human excellence, 

To which the silver wands of saints in Heaven 
Might point with rapturous joy. Yet not the less, 
For those examples, in no age surpassed, 

Of fortitude and energy and love, 

And human nature faithful to licrself 
Under worst trials, was 1 driven to tliink 
Of the glad times when first T traversed France 
A youthful pilgrim ; above all reviewed 
That eventide, when under windows bright 
With happy faces and witli garlands hung, 

And through a rainbow-arch that spanned the street, 
Triumphal pomp for liberty confirmed, 

I paced, a dear companion at my side. 

The town of Arras, whence with promise high 
Issued, on delegation to sustain 
Humanity and right, that Bobespierre, 
fie who thereafter, and in how short time ! 

Wielded the sceptre of the Atheist crew. 



BESIDEWCE IK EBANCB. 


811 


When 'the calamity spread fer and wide— 

And this same city, that did then appear 
To outrun the rest in exultation, groaned 
Under the vengeance of her cruel son, 

As Lear reproached the winds — I could almost 
Have quarrelled with that blameless spectacle 
Per lingering yet an image in my mind 
To mock me under such a strange reverse. 

O Priend ! few happier moments have been mine 
Than that whicli told tlie downfall of this Tribe 
So dreaded, so abhorred. The day deserves 
A separate record. Over the smooth sauds 
Of Leveii’s ample estuaiy lay 
My journey, and beneath a genial sun, 

With distant prosptjct among gleams of sky 
And clouds and interraingliiig mountain tops. 

In one inseparable glory clad, 

Creatures of one ethereal substance met 
In consistory, like a diadem 
Or crown of burning seraphs as they sit 
In the empyrean. Underneath that pomp 
Celestial, lay unseen the pastoral vales 
Among whose happy fields 1 had grown up 
Prom childhood. On the fulgent spectacle, 

That neither passed away nor changed, I gazed 
Eiir#ipl ; but brightest things are wont to draw 
Sad opposit-es out of tlie inner heart, 

As even their pensive influence drew from mine. ^ 
How could it othej’wiso ? for not in vain 
That very morrdng had I turned aside ^ 

To seek the ground where, ’mid a tlirong of graves, 
•An honoured teacher of ray youth was laid, 
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And on the stone were graven by his desire 
Lines from the churchyard elegy of Graj'. 

This faithful guide, speaking from his death-bed, 
Added no farewell to his parting counsel, 

But said to me, “ My head will soon lie low 
And when I saw the turf that covered him, 

After the lapse of full eight }^eara, those words, 
With sound of voice and countenance of the Man, 
Came back upon me, so that some few tears 
Pell from me in my own despite. But now 
I thought, stni traversing that widespread plain, 
With tender pleasure of the verses graven 
Upon his tombstone, whispering to myself : 

Ho loved the Poets, and, if now alive, 

Would have loved me, as one not destitute 
Of promise, nor belying the kind ho])e 
That he had formed, when T, at his couniiand. 
Began to spin, with toil, my earliest songs. 

As I advanced, all that I saw or felt 
Was gentleness and peace. Upon a small 
And rochy island near, a fragment stood, 

(Itself like a sea rock) the low remains 
(With sholls encrusted, dark with briny weediA 
Of a dilapidated structure, once 
A Itomish chapel, where tlie vested priest 
Said matins at the Imur that suited those 
Who crossed the sands with ebb of morning tide. 
Hot far from that still rum all the plain 
Lay spotted wdth a variegated crowd 
^ Of vehicles and travellers, horse and foot, 

Wading beneath the conduct of their guide 
In loose procession through the shallow stream 
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Of inland waters ; the great sea meanwhile 
Heaved at safe distance, far retired. I paused^ 
Longing for skill to paint a scene so bright 
Aiid cheerful, but the foremost of the band 
As bo approached, no salutation given 
In the familiar language of the day, 

Cried, “ Kobespicrre is dead ! — nor was a doubt, 
After strict question, left within iny mind 
That he and his supporters all were fallen. 

Great was my transport, deep my gratitude 
To everlasting Justice, by tliis hat / 

Made manifest. Come now, ye golden times/* 

Said I forth-pouring on those open sands 
A h^^mn of triumph ; ‘‘ as the nmniing comes 
From out the bosdbi of tlie night, come ye; 

Thus far our trust is verified ; behold ! 

They who with clumsy de‘speration brought 
A river of Blood, and preached that nothin" else 
Could cleanse the Augean stable, by tlie might 
Of their own helper have been swept away ; 

Their madness stands declared and visible ; 

Elsewhere will safety now be sought, and earth 
March' firmly towards righteoiisiu?ss and peace.’' — 
Then schemes I framed more calmly, ^^hen and iiow 
The madding factions might he tranquiilised, 

And how through hardships manifold and long 
The glorious renovation would proceed. 

Thus interrupted hy uneasy bursts ^ 

Of exultation, I pursued my way 

Along that very shore whicli I had sldrnmed 

In former days, when — spurring from the Vale, 

•Of ^^ightshade, and St. Mary’s mouldering fano. 
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And the stone a'b'bot, alter circuit made 
Jn wantonness of heart, a joyous band 
Of school-boys hastening to their distant homo 
Along the margin of the moonlight sea — 

We beat with thundering hoofs the level sand. 


BOOK ELEVENTH. 


FKANCE. 

COKCLTJI>RD. 

Prom that time forth, Authority in France 
Put on a milder face ; Terror liad ceased, 

Yet everything was wanting that might give 
Courage to tliem -who looked for good by light 
Of rational Experience, for the shoots 
And hopeful blossoms of a second spring : 

Yet, in me, confidence was unimpaired ; 

The Senate’s language, and the public acts 
And measures of the Government, though both 
Weak, and of heartless omen, had not power 
To daunt me ; in the People was my trust : 
And, in the virtues which mine eyes bad seen, 

I knew that wound external could not take 
liife from the young llepublic ; that now foes 
Woiild only follow, in the path of shame, 

Their brethren, and her triumphs ho in the end 
Gr^at, universal, irresistible. 

This intuition led me to confound 
One victory with another, higher far, — 
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Triumplis of unambitious peace at borne, 

And noiseless fortitude. Beholding still 
Biesistance strong as heretofore, I thought 
^Thiit what was in degree the same was likewise 
The same in quality, — that, as the worse 
Of the two spirits then at strife remained 
TJntired, the better, surely, would preserve 
The heart that first had roused him. Youth maintains, 
In all conditions of society. 

Communion more direct and intimate 
With Nature, — hence, ofttimes, with reason too — 
Than age or manhood, even. To Nature, then, ^ 
Power had reveried : habit, custom, law, 

Had left an interregnum’s open space 
For her to move about in, uncontrolled. 

Hence could I see Ifow Babel-like their task. 

Who, by the recent deluge stupified, 

With their whole souls went culling from the day 
Its petty promises, to build a lower 
For their owm safety ; laughed 'with luy compeers 
At gravest heads, by enmity to France 
Distempered, till they found, in every blast 
Forced from the street-disturbing newsman’s born. 
For her great cause record or propliecy 
Of utter ruin. How might w^e believe 
That wisdom could, in any shape, come near 
Men flinging to delusions so insane ? 

And thus, experience proving that no few 
Of our opinions had been just, we took 
Like credit to ourselves where less was due. 

And thought that otlier notions were as sound 
Yea, could not but be right, because we saw 
l%at foolish men opposed them. 
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To a stram 

More animated I might here give way, 

And tell, since juvenile errors are my theme, 

What in those days, through Britain, was performed 
To turn all judgments out of their right course 5 
But this is passion over-near ourselves, 

Beality too close and too intense, 

And intermixed with something, in my mind, 

Of scorn and condemnation personal, 

That would profane the sanctity of verse. 

Our Shepherds, this say merely, at that time 
Acted, or seemed at least to act, like men 
Thirsting to make the guardian crook of law 
A tool of murder; they who ruled the State — 
Though with such awful proof before their eyes 
That he, who would sow death, rehps death, or worse, 
And can reap nothing better — child-like longed 
To imitate, not wise enough to avoid ; 

Or left (by mere timidity betrayed) 

The plain straight road, for one no better choser 
Than if their wish had been to unrlerniine 
Justice, and make an end of Liberty. 


But from these hitter truths I must return 
To my own history. It hath been told 
That I was led to take an eager pare 
In arguments of civil polity, 

Abruptly, and indeed before my time : 

I had approached, like other youths, the shield 
Of human nature from the golden side, 

Ard would have fought, even to the death, to attest 
The quality of the metal which I saw. 

‘What there is best in individual man, 
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Of wise in passion, and sublime in power, 
Benevolent in small societies, 

And great in large ones, I had oft revolved. 

Felt deeply, but not thoroughly understood 
Sy reason ; nay, far from it ; they were yet, 

As cause was given me afterwards to learn, 

Not proof against the injuries of the day ; 

Lodged only at the sanctuary’s door, 

Not safe within its bosom. Thus prepared, 

And with such general insight into evil, 

And of the bounds which sever it from good, 

As books and common intercourse with life 
Must needs have given — to the inexperienced mind. 
When the world travels in a beaten road. 

Guide faithful as is needed — I began 
To meditate with aMour on the rule 
And management of nations ; what it is 
And ought to bo ; and strove to learn how far 
Their power or weakness, wealth or poverty. 

Their happiness or misery, depends 
Upon their laws, and fashion of the State. 


• O pleasant exercise of hope and joy ! 

For mighty were the auxiliars which then stood 
Upon our side, us who were strong in love ! 
Blias was it in that dawn to be alive. 

Bub to be young was very Heaven ! O times, 

In which the meagre, stale, forbidding ways 
Of custom, law, and statute, took at once 
The attraction of a country in romance ! 

When Season seemed the most to assert her 
When most intent on making of herself 
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A prime enchantress — ^to assist the work, 

Which then was going forward in her name ! 

Not favoured spots alone, but the whole Earth, 

The beautj wore of promise — that which sets 
(As at some moments might not be unfelt 
Among the bowers of Paradise itself) 

The budding rose above the rose full blown. 

What temper at the prospect did not wake 
To happiness unthougbt of? The inert 
W ere roused, and lively natures rapt away ! 

They who had fed their childhood upon dreams. 

The play-fellows of fancy, who had made 
All powers of swiftness, subtilty, and strength 
Their ministers, — who in lordly wise had stirred 
Among the grandest objects of the sense, 

And dealt with whatsoever they f5und there 
As if they had within some lurking right 
To wield it ; — they, too, who of gentle mood 
Had watched all gentle motions, and to these 
Had fitted their own thoughts, schemers more mild, 
And in the region of their peaceful selves ; — 

Now was it that both found, the meek and lofty 
Did both find, helpers to their hearts’ desire, 

And stuff at hand, plastic as tliey could wish, — 
Were called upon to exercise their skill, 

Not in Dtopia, — subterranean fields, — 

Or some secreted isiand, Heaven knows where! 

But in the very world, which is the world 
Of %ll of us, — the place where, in the end. 

We find our happiness, or not at all I 

a t 

Why should I not confess that Earth was then 
To me, what an inheritance, new-fallen, 
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Seems; when the first time visited, to one 
Who thither comes to find in it hia home ? 

He walks about and looks upon the spot 
With cordial transport, moulds it and remoulds^ 
And is half pleased with things that are amiss, 
’Twill be such joy to see them disappear. 

An active partisan, I thus convoked 
From every object pleasant circumstance 
To suit my ends ; I moved among mankind 
With genial feelings still predominant ; 

When erring, erring on the better part, 

Acid in the kinder spirit ; placable, 

Indulgent, as not uninformed that men 
See as they have been taught — Antiquity 
Gives rights to errot ; and aware, no less, 

That throwing off oppression must be work 
As well of License as of Liberty ; 

And above all — for this was more than all — 
JTot caring if the wind did now and then 
Blow keen upon an eminence that gave 
Prospect so large into futurity ; 

In brief, a child of Nature, as at first, 

Diffusing only those affections wider 
That from the cradle had grown up with me, 
And losing, in no other way than light 
Is lo^ in light, the weak in the more strong. 

In the main outline, such it might be said 
Was my condition, till with open war 
Britain opposed the liberties of France. 

This threw me first out of the pale of love ; 
Soured and corrupted, upwards to the source, 
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A swallowing up of leaser things in great, 

But change of them into their contraries ; 

And thus a way was opened for mistakes 
And false condusions, in degree as gross, 

In kind more dangerous. What had been a pride, 
Was now a shame ; my likings and my loves 
Ran in new channels, leaving old ones dry ; 

And hence a blow that, in maturer age, 

Would but have touched the judgment, struck more 
Into sensations near the heart : meantime, 

As from the first, wild theories were afloat, 

To whose pretensions, sedulously urged, 

I had but lent a careless ear, assured 
That time was ready to set all things right, 

And that the multitude, so long oppressed, 

Would be oppressed no more. 

But when events 

Brought less encouragement, and unto these 
The immediate proof of principles no more 
Could be entrusted, while the events themselves. 
Worn tut in greatness, stripped of novelty, 

Less occupied the mind, and sentiments 

Could through my understanding’s natural growth 

No longer keep their ground, by faith maintained 

Of inward consciousness, and hope that laid 

Her band upon her object — evidence 

Safer, of universal application, such 

Aa could not be impeached, was sought elsewhere. 

But now, become oppressors in their turn, 
Frenchmen had changed a war of self-defence 
For one of conquest, losing sight of all 
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TWiich they liad struggled for : up mounted eow. 
Openly in the eye of earth and heaven, 

The scale of liberty- I read her doom, 

With anger vexed, with disappointment sore, 

But not dismayed, nor taking to the shame 

Of a false prophet. While resentment rose 

Striving to hide, what nought could heal, the wounds 

Of mortified presumption, I adhered 

More firmly to old tenets, and, to prove 

Their temper, strained them more ; and thus, in heat 

Of contest, did opinions every day 

Grow into consequence, till round my mind 

They clung, as if they were its life, nay more, 

The very being of the immortal soul. 

This was the time, when, all things tending fast 
To depravation, speculative schemes — 

That promised to abstract the hopes of Man 
Out of his feelings, to be fixed thenceforth 
F6r ever in a purer element — 

Bound road}'- welcome. Tempting region that 
Bor Zeal to enter and refresh herself, 

Where" passions had tlie privilege to work, 

And never hear the sound of their own names. 

But, speaking more iu charity, tlm dream 
Blattered the young, pleased with extremes, nor least 
With J;hat which iiiakeB our Keason’s naked self 
The object of its fervour. What delight ! 

How glorious ! in self-knowledge and self-rule, 

To look through all the frailties of the world, 

And, with a resolute masj^ry shaking off 
Infirmities of nature, time, and j)lace, 

Build social upon jjcrsonal Liberty, 

VOXi. v- » ^ 
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Whicli, to the blind restraints of general laws . 
Superior, magisterially adopts 
One guide, the light of circumstances, flashed 
Upon an independent intellect. 

Thus expectation rose again ; tluis hope, 

Prom her first ground expelled, grew proud once more. 
Oft, as my thoughts were turned to human kind, 

I scorned indifierence ; but, inflamed with thirst 
Of a secure intelligence, and sick 
Of other longing, I pursued what seemed 
A more exalted nature ; wished that Man 
Should start out of his earthy, worm-like state, 

And spread abroad the wungs of Liberty, 

Lord of himself, in undisturbed delight — 

A noble aspiration ! I feel 

(Sustained by w^orthier as by wiser thoughts) 

The aspiration, nor shall ever cease 
To feel it ; — but return we to our course. 

Enough, ’tis true — could sucli a plea excuse 
Those aberrations — had the clamorous friends 
Of ancient Institutions said and done 
To bring disgrace upon their very names ; 

Disgrace, of which, custom and written law, 

And sundry moral sentiments as props 
Or emanations of those institutes, 

Too justly bore a part. A ^ eil })ad been 
Uplifted; why deceive ourselves? in sooth, 

’Twaa even so ; and sorrow’ for the man 
Who either had not eyes wherewith to see, 

Or, seeing, had forgotten ! A strong shoclc 

W aS given to old opmions ; all men’s minds 

Had felt its power, and mine was both let loose, „ 
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Let loose and goaded. After what hath been 
Already said of patriotic love, 

Suffice it here to add, that, somewhat stem ^ 

In' temperament, withal a happy man, 

And therefore bold to look on painful things, 

Free likewise of the world, and thence more hold, 

I summoned my best skill, and toiled, intent 
To anatomise the frame of social life ; 

Yea, the whole body of society 

Searched to its heart. Share witli me, Friend ! the wish 

That some dramatic tale, endued with shapes 

Livelier, and flinging out less guarded words 

Than suit the work we fashion, might set forth 

What then I learned, or think I learned, of truth, 

And the errors into which I fell, betrayed 

By present objects,* and by reasonings false 

From their beginnings, inasmuch as drawn 

Out of a heart that had been turned aside 

From Nature’s way by outward accidents, 

'And which was thus confounded, more and more 
Misguided, and misguiding. So I fared, 

Dragging all precepts, judgments, maxims, creeds. 
Like culprits to the bar ; calling the mind, 
Suspiciously, to establish in plain day 
Her titles and her honours ; now believing, 

Now disbelieving ; endlessly perplexed 
Wijji impulse, motive, right and wrong, the ground 
Of obligation, what the rule and whence 
The sanction ; till, demanding ^OTmvl jproofy 
And seeking it in every thing, I lost 
All feeling of conviction, and, in fine, 

Sick, wxaried out with contrarieties, 

Yielded up moral questions in despair. 
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lEhia was tie crisis o£ tiat strong disease, 

ISoB the souVs last and lowest ebb ; I drooped, 
Deeming our blessed reason of least use 
T^ere wanted most : “ The lordly attributes . 

Of Will and choice,’* I bitterly exclaimed, ' 

What are they but a mockery of a Being 
Whp hath in no concerns of his a test 
Of j^dd and evil ; knows not what to fear 
Or hope for, what to covet or to shun ; 

And who, if those could he discerned, would yet 
Bp little profited, would see, and ask 
Where is the obligation to enforce ? 

And, to acknowledged law rebellious, still, 

As selfish passion urged, would act amiss ; 

The dupe of folly, or the slave of crime.” 

Depressed, bewildered thus, I did not walk 
With Bcofiers, seeking light and gay revenge 
Prom indiscriminate laughter, nor sate down 
In reconcilement with an utter w^aste 
Of intelleet ; such sloth I could not brook, 

(Tbo vrell I loved, in that my spring of life, 
l^Aias-taking thoughts, and truth, their dear reward) 

I ^d to abstract science, and there sought 
the reasoning faculty enthroned 
e disturbances of space and time — 
in matters various, properties 
or from human will and power 
■find no admission. Then it was — 

Thanks to the bounteous Giver of all good ! — 

That fk® beloved Sister in whose sight 
Those days were passed, now speaking in a voice 
Of sudden admonition — like a brook 





That 'did but crois a lonely road, and novr " 

la seen, heard, felt, and caught at every turn, 
Companion never lost through many a league-^ 
Maintained for me a saving intercourse 
With my true self ; for, though bedimmed and changed 
Much, as it seemed, I was no further changed 
Than os a clouded and a waning moon : 

She whispered still that brightness would return; 

She, in the midst of all, preserved me still 
A Poet, made me seek beneath that name, 

And 'that alone, my oflice upon earth ; 

And, lastly, as hereafter will be shown, 

If willing audience fail not, Nature’s self, 

By all varieties of human love 
Assisted, led me back through opening day 
To those sweet colinsels between head and heart 
"Whence grew that genuine knowledge, fraught with peacOi 
Which, through the later sinkings of this cause, 

Hath still upheld me, and upholds mo now 
In the catastrophe (for so they dream, 

And nothing less), when, finally to close 
And seal up all the gains of Prance, a Pope 
Is summoned in, to crown an Emperor — 

This last opprobrium, when we see a people, 

That once looked up in faith, as if to Heaven 
Por manna, take a lesson from the dog . r 

Berf:uniing to his vomit ; when the sun ^ 

That rose in splendour, was alive, and moved 
In exultation with a living pomp 
Of clouds — his glory’s natural retinue — 

Hath dropped all functions by the gods bestow^ij, 

And, turned into a gewgaw, a machine, 

• Sets like an Opera phantom. 
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. Thus, O Friend !’ 

Through times of honour and through times of shame 
Descending, have I faithfully retraced 
The perturbations of a youthful mind 
Under a long-lived storm of great events — 

A story destined for thy ear, who now, 

Among the fallen of nations, dost abide 
Where Etna, over hill and valley, casts 
His shadow stretching towards Syracuse, 

The city of Timoleon ! Eighteous Heaven ! 

How are the mighty prostrated 1 They first, 

They first of all that breathe sliould have awaked 
When the great voice was heard from out the tombs 
Of ancient lieroes. If I suffered grief 
For ill-requited France, by many deemed 
A trifler only in her proudest day ; 

Have been distressed to think of what she once 
Promised, now is ; a far more sober cause 
Thine eyes must see of sorrow in a land. 

To the reanimating influence lost 
Of memory, to virtue lost and hope, 

Though with the wreck of loftier years bestrewn. 

But indignation works where hope is not, 

And thou, O Friend ! wilt be refreshed. There is 
One great society alone on earth ; 

The noble Living and the aoMe Dead. 

Thine be such converse strong and sanative, 

A ladder for iliy spirit to reascend 
To health and joy and pure coiitentedness ; 

To me the grief confined, that thou art gone " 

Prom this last spot of earth, where Freedom now 
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Stands single in her only sanctuary ; 

A lonely wanderer, art gone, by pain 
Compelled and sickness, at this latter day, 

This sorrowful reverse for all mankind. 

Pfeel for thee, must utter what I feel ; 

The sympathies erewhile in part discharged, 

G-ather afresh, and will have vent again : 

My own delights do scarcely seem to me 
My own delights ; the lordly Alps themselves, 

Those rosy peaks, from which the Morning looks 
Abroad on many nations, are no more 
!For me that image of pure gladsomeness 
Which they were wont to be. Through kindred scenes, 
Por purpose, at a time, how different ! 

Thou tak’st thy way, carrying the heart and soul 
That Nature gives to Poets, now by thought 
Matured, and in the summer of their strength. 

Oh ! wrap him in your shades, ye giant woods, 

On Etna’s side; and thou, O flowery field 
Of Enna ! is there not some nook of thine. 

Prom llie first play-time of the infant world 
Kept sacred to restorative delight, 

When from afar invoked by anxious love ? 

Child of the mountains, among shepherds reared, 
Ere yet familiar with the classic page, 

I learnt to dream of Sicily ; and lo, 

The gloom, that, but a moment past, was deepened 
At thy command, at her command gives way ; 

A pleasant promise, wafted from her shores, 

Comes o’er my heart : in fancy I behold 
Her seas yet smiling, her once hapi)y vales ; 
is’ or can my tongue give utterance to a name 
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Of note belonging to tbnt honotired isle, 
Philosopher or Bard, Empedocles, 

Or Archimedes, pure abstracted soul ! 

That doth not yield a solace to my grief ; 

And, O Theocritus,* so far have some 
Prevailed among the powers of heaven and earth, 
By their endowments, good or great, that they 
Have had, as thou reportest, miracles 
Wrought for them in old time ; yea, not unmoved, 
When thinking on my own beloved friend, 

I hear thee tell how bees with honey fed 
Divine Comates, by his impious lord 
Within a chest imprisoned ; how they came 
Laden from blooming grove or flowery fleld, 

And fed him there, alive, month after month, 
Because the goatherd, blessed men I had lips 
Wet with the Muses’ nectar. 

Thus I soothe 

The pensive moments by this calm flre-siJe, 

And find a thousand bounteous images 
To cheer the thoughts of those I love, and mine. 
Our prayers have been accepted ; tbou wilt stand 
On Etna’s summit, above earth and sea, 
Triumphant, winning from the invaded heavens 
Thoughts without bound, magnifleent designs, 
Worthy of poets who attuned their harps 
In wood or echoing cave, for discipline 
Of heroes ; or, in reverence to the gods, 

’Mid temples, served by sapient priests, and choirs 
Of virgins crowned with roses. Not in vain 
Those temples, where they in their ruins yet 
Survive for inspiration, shall attract 
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Thy solitary steps t atid an the brink 
Thou wilt recline of pastoral Arethuse ; 

Or, if that fountain bo in truth no jnore, 

Then, ni Ji* some otlier spring — which, by the name 
Thou gratulatest, willingly deceived — 

I see thee linger a glad votary, 

And not a captive pining for his home. 


BOOK TWELFTH. 

-.4.— 

IMAGINATION AND TASTE, HOW IMPAIRED AND 
RESTORED. 

Long time have human ignorance and guilt 
Detained us, on what spectacles of w'oo 
Compelled to look, and inwardly oppressed 
With sorrow, disappointment, vexing thoughts, 
Confusion of the judgment, zeal decayed, 

And, lastly, utter loss of hope itself 

And things to hope fori Not with these began 

Our song, and not with these our song must end. 

Te motions of delight, that haunt the sides 
Of the green hills ; yo breezes and soft airs,^ 

Whose subtle intercourse with breathing flowers, 
Feelingly w'atched, might teach Man’s haughty race 
How without injury to take, to give 
Without offence ; ye who, as if to sliow 
The wondrous influence of power gently used, * 
Bend the complying heads of lordly pines, 

And, with a touch, shift the stupendous clouds * 
•Through the whole compass of the sky ; ye brooks, 
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Muttexing along the stones, a busy noise 
By day, a quiet sound in silent night ; 

Te waves, that out of the great deep steal forth 
In a calm hour to kiss the pebbly shore, 

JSTot mute, and then retire, fearing no storm ; 

And you, ye groves, whose ministry it is 
To interpose the covert of your shades, 

Bvten as a sleep, between tho heart of man 
And outw’ard troubles, between man himself, 

Not seldom, and his own uneasy heart : 

Oh ! that I had a music and a voice 
Harmonious as your own, that I might tell 
What ye have done for me. The morning shines, 
Nor heedeth Man’s perverseness ; Spring retums,- 
I saw the Spring return, and could rejoice, 

In common wnth the children of* her love, 

Piping on boughs, or sporting on fresh fields, 

Or boldly seeking pleasure nearer lieaven 
On wings that navigate cerulean skies. 

So neither were complacency, nor j)eaee, 

Nor tender yearnings, wanting for my good 
Through these distracted times ; in Nature still 
Glorying, I found a counterpoise in her, 

Which, when the spirit of evil reached its heiglit, 
Maintained for mo a secret happines-j. 

This narrative, my Priend ! hath chiefly told ^ 
Of intellectual power, fostering love, 

Dispensing truth, and, over men and tliingx, 
Where reason yet might hesitate, diffusing 
Prophetic sympathies of genial faith : 

So was I favoured — such my happy lot— 

Until that natural graciousness of mind 
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Gave way to overpressure from tbe times 
And their disastrous issues. "What availed, 

When spells forbade the voyager to land, 

That 'fragrant notice of a pleasant shore 
WAfted, at intervals, from many a bower 
,Of blissful gratitude and fearless love ? 

Dare I avow that wish was mine to see, 

And hope that future times would surely see, 

The man to come, parted, as by a gulph, 

From him who had been ; that I could no more 
Trust the elevation which had made me pne 
WTitli the great family that still survives 
To illuminate the abyss of ages past. 

Sage, warrior, patriot, hero ; for it seemed 
That their best virtues were not free from taint 
Of something false aifd weak, that could not stand 
The open eye of Ileason. Then 1 said, 

Go to the Poets, they will speak to thee 
More perfectly of purer creatures ; — ^yet 
If reason be nobility in man, 

Can aught bo more ignoble than the man 
Whom they delight in, blinded as he is 
By prejudice, the miserable slave 
Of low ambition or distempered love 

In such strange passion, if I may once moro 
Review the jiast, I warred against myself — 

A bigot to a new idolatry — 

Like a cowled monk who hath forsworn the world,. 
Zealously laboured to cut off my heart 
/From all the sources of her former strength ; 

And as, by simple waving of a wand, 

The wizard instantaneously dissolves 
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Palace or grove, Oven so could I unsoul 

ija^ readfly by syllogistic words 

Those mysteries of being which have made, 

(And shall continue evermore to make, 

I Of the whole human race one brotherhood. 

What wonder, then, if, to a mind so far 
Perverted, even the visible Universe 
Pell under the dominion of a taste 
spiritual, with microscopic view 
Was scanned, as I had scanned the moral world ? 

0 Sonl of Nature 1 excellent and fair ! 

That didst rejoice with me, with whom I, too, 

Eejoiced through early youth, before the winds 
And roaring waters, and in lights and shades 
That marched and countermarched about the hills 
In glorious apparition, Powers on whom 
I daily waited, now all eye and now ^ 

All car; but never long without the heart 
Employed, and man’s unfolding intellect : 

0 Soul of Nature ! that, by laws divine 
Sustained and governed, still dost overflow ^ 

With an impassioned life, what feeble ones I 

Walk on this earth ! how feeble have I been I 

When thou wert in thy strength! Nor this through strofk< 
Of human Buflfering, such as justifies - ‘ 

Eemissness and iu^^^tude of iflind, ; 

Put through presumption ; even in pleasure pleased ; 
Unworthily, disliking here, and there 
Uiking ; by rules of mimic art transferred 
To things above all art ; but more, — for this, 

Although a strong infection of the age. 
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Was nevey mucli my habit — giving wily 
To a comparison of scene with scene, 

Bent overmuch on superficial things, 

Tampering myself with meagre novelties 
LOf colour and proportion ; to the moods 
LOf time and season, to the moral power, 

" The affections and the spirit of the place, 

, Insensible. ’Not only did the love 
Of sitting thus in judgment interrupt 
My deeper feelings, but another cause, 

More subtle and less easily explained, 

That almost seems inherent in the creature, 

A twofold frame of body and of mind, 
y I speak in recollection of a time 
When the bodily eye, in every stage of life 
The most despotic of our senses, gained 
Such strength in me as often held my mind 
In absolute dominion. Gladly here, 

Entering upon abstruser argument, 

^Jould I endeavour to unfold the means * ^ ^ 

Which Kature studiously employs to thwart ' - 

This tyranny, summons all the senses each 
To counteract the otlier, and themselves, 

And makes them all, and the objects with which all 
Are conversant, subservient in their turn 
To the great ends of Liberty and Power. 

But leavg w'e this : enough that my delights 
(Such as they were) were sought insatiably. 

Vivid the transport, vivid though not profound; 

X roamed from hill to hill, from rock to rock, 

Sfill craving combinations of new forms, 

New pleasure, wider empire for the sight, 

"Ifroivl of her own endowments, and rejoiced 
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To lay the inner fiiculties asleep. 

Amid the turns and countertums, the strife 
And various trials of our complex being, 

As we grow up, such thraldom of that sense 
Seems hard to shun. And yet I knew a maid, 

A young enthusiast, who escaped these bonds ; 

Her ©ye was not the mistress of her heart ; 

Par less did rules prescribed by passive taste, 

Or barren intermeddling subtleties, 

Perplex her mind ; but, wise as women are 
When genial circumstance hath favoured them, 

She welcomed what was given, and craved no more ; 
Whate’er the scene presented to her view 
That was the best, to that she was attuned 
By her benign simplicity of life. 

And through a perfect happinean of soul, 

Whose variegated feelings were in this 
Sisters, that they were each some new delight. 

Birds in the bower, and lambs in the green field, 

Could they have known her, would have loved; methough® 
Her very presence such a sweetness breathed, 

That flowers, and trees, and even the silent hills, 

And every thing she looked on, sh6uld have had ^ 
An intimation how she bore berself 
Towards them and to all creatures. G-od delights 
In such a being ; for, her common thoughts 
Are piety, her life is gratitude. 

^ven like this maid, before I was called forth 
Prom the retirement of my native hills, 

I Ipved whate’er I saw ; nor lightly loved, 

But most intensely ; never dreamt of aught 
More grand, more fair, more exquisitely framed 
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Than those few nooks to which my happy feet 
Were limited. I had not at that time 
Lived long enough, nor in the least survived 
^e first diviner influence of this world, 

Aa it appears to unaccustomed eyes. 

Worshipping them among the depth of things, 

’As piety ordained, could I submit 
To measured admiration, or to aught 
That should preclude humility and love ? 

I felt, observed, and pondered ; did not judge, 

Tea, never thought of judging; with the gift ^ ' 

Of all this glory filled and satisfied. 

And afterwards, when through the gorgeous Alps 
Roaming, I carried with me the same heart ; 

In truth, the degradation — howsoe’er 
Induced, effect, in wlmtsoo’er degree, 

Of custom that prepares a partial scale 
In which the little oft outweighs the great ; 

Or any other cause that hath been named ; 

Or lastly, aggravated by the times 
And their impassioned sounds, which well might make 
The milder minstrelsies of rural scenes 
1 naudible — ivas transient ; I had known 
^ Too forcibl 3 % too early in my life, . 

Viaitings of imaginative power 
For this to last : 1 shook the habit off 
Entire^ and for ever, and again 
In .Nature’s presence stood, as now I stand, 

A sensitive being, a creative soul. 

• Tljere are in our existence spots of time, 

That with distinct pre-eminence retain 
A renovating virtue, whence — depressed 
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Bj &lse opinion and contentious thought. 

Or aught of heavier or more deadly weight, 

In trivial occupations, and the round 
Of ordinary intercourse — our minds 
Are nourished and invisibly repaired ; 

A virtue, hy which pleasure is enhanced, 

That penetrates, enables us to mount, 

When high, more high, and lifts us up when fallen. 
This efficacious spirit chiefly lurks 
Among those passages of life that give 
Profoundest knowledge to what point, and how, 

The mind is lord and master — outward sense 
The obedient servant of her will. Such inomentB 
Are scattered everywhere, taking their date 
Prom our first childhood. I remember well, 

That once, wlule yet my inexperienced hand 
Could scarcely hold a bridlo, with proud hopes 
I mounted, and we journeyed tow^ards the hills : 

An ancient servant of my father’s house 
Was with me, my cncourager and guide : 

W© had not travelled long, ere some misehanco 
Bigoined me from my comrade ; and, through fear 
Dismounting, down tlie rough and stony moor 
I led my horse, and, stumbling on, at length 
Came to a bottom, where in former times 
A murderer had been liung in iron chains. 

The gibbet-mast had mouldered down, the bone?^ 

And iron case were gone ; but on the turf, 
ll^d by, soon after that fell deed was wrought, 

Some unknown hand had carved the murderer’s name. 
Thg monumejital letters were inscribed 
In times long past ; but still, from year to year 
By superstition of the neighbourhood, 
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The grass is cleared away, and to this hour 
The characters are fresh and visible : 

45 casual glance had shown them, and I fled, 
Paltering and faint, and ignorant of the road : " 
Then, reascending the bare common, saw 
A nahed pool that lay beneath the hills, 
the beacon on the summit, and, more near, 

A girl, who bore a pitcher on her head, 

And seemed with diflicult steps to force her way 
Against the blowing wind. It was, in truth. 

An ordinary sight ; but I should need 
Colours and words that are unknowm to man. 

To paint the visionary dreariness 

Which, while I looked all round for my lost guide, 

Invested moorland waste, and naked pool, 

The beacon crowning the lone eminence, 

The female and her garments vexed and tossed 
By the strong wind. When, in the blessed hours 
Of early love, the loved one at my side, 

^ I roamed, in daily presence of this scene, 

Upon the naked pool and dreary crags, 

„ And on the melancholy beacon, fell 
A spirit of pleasure and youth’s golden gleam ; 
And think ye not with radiance more sublime 
For these remembrances, and for tbe power 
They had left behind ? So feeling comes in aid 
Of feeling, and diversity of strength 
Attends us, if but once we have been strong. 

Oh ! mystery of man, from what a depth 
Proceed thy honours. I am lost, but see 
In simple childhood something of the base 
'^On which thy greatness stands ; but this I feel, 
j|phg,t from thyselfit comes, that thou must give, 
Hl^ you V. 
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Else never canst receive. The days gene by * 
Eetnm upon me almost from the dawn 
Of life : the hiding-places of man’s power 
Open ; I would approach them, but they close, ‘ 
I see by glimpses now ; when age comes on, 

May Bcai'cely see at all ; and I would give, 
While yet we may, as far as ivords can give, 
Substance and life to what I feel, enshrining, 
Such is my hope, the spirit of the Past 
Por future restoration. — Yet another 
Of these memorials : — 

One Christmas-time, 
On the glad eve of its dear holidays, 

Eeverish, and tired, and restless, I went forth 
Into the fields, impatient for the sight 
Of those led palfreys that shouM bear ns homo ; 
My brothers and myself. There rose a crag, 
That, from the meeting-point of two highways 
Ascending, overlooked them both, far stretched ; 
Thither, uncertain on which road to fix 
My expectation, lliither I repaired, 

Scout-like, and gained tlie summit ; ’twas a day 
Tempestuous, dark, and wild, and on the grass 
I sate half-slieltered by a naked wall ; 

Upon my right hand couched a single sheep, 
Upon my left a blasted hawthorn stood ; 

With those companions at my side, I watclied. 
Straining my eyes intensely, as the mist 
Gave intermitting prospect of the copse 
And plain beneath. Ere we to school returned, 
TJiat dreary time, — ere Vt e had been ten days 
Sojourners in my father’s house, he died ; 

And I and my three brotliers, orphans then, 
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Followed his body to the grove. The ©vent, 
With all the sorrow that it brought, appeared 
A chastisement ; and when I called to mind 
That day so lately past, when from the crag 
I looked in such anxiety of hope ; 

.With trite reflections of morality, 

Yet in the deepest passion, I bowed low 
To God, Who thus corrected my desires ; 

And, afterwards, tlie wind and sleety rain. 

And all the business of the elements. 

The single sheep, and the one blasted tree, 

And the bleak music from that old stone wall, 
The noise of wood and water, and the mist 
That on the line of each of those two roads 
Advanced in such indisputable sliapes ; 

All these were kindrecl spectacles and sounds 
To which I oft repaired, and thence ould drink, 
As at a fountain ; and on v inter nights, 

Down to this very time, when storm and rain 
Beat on my roof, or, haply, at noon-day, 

While in a grove J walk, whose lofty trees, 
\Laden "with summer’s thickest foliage, rock 
< In a strong wind, some w'orking of the spirit, 
Some inward agitations thence are brought, 
Whate’er their office, whether to beguile 
Thoughts over busy in the course they took, 

Or animate an hour of vacant ease. 
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BOOK THIRTEENTH. 

iMAOmATION AND TASTE, HOW IMPAIEED AND 
EESTORED. 

CONCLUDKD. 

Pbom Nature doth emotion come, and moods 
Of calmness equally are Nature’s gift : 

This is her glory ; these two attributes 
Arc sister horns that constitute her strength. 
Hence G-onius, born to thrive by interchange 
Of peace and excitation, finds in her 
His best and purest friend ; from her receives 
That energy by which he seeks the truth, 

From her that happy stillness of the mind • 
Which fits him to receive it when unsought. 

Such benefit the humblest intellects 
Partake of, each in their degree ; ’tis mine 
To speak, what I myself have known and felt ; 
Smooth task ! for words find easy way, inspired 
By gratitude, and confidence in truth. 

Long time in search of knowledge did I range 
The field of human life, in lieart and mind 
Benighted ; but, the dawn beginning now 
To re*appear, ’twas proved that not in vain 
rhad been taught to reverence a Power u, ^ 

That is the visible quality and shape 
And image of right reason ; that matures 
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Her processes by steadfast laws ; gives birth 
To no impatient or fallacious hopes, 

No heat of passion or excessive zeal, 

No vain conceits j provokes to no quick turns 
Of. self-applauding intellect ; but trains 
[ To meekness, and exalts by humble faith ; 

'Holds up before the mind intoxicate 
With present objects, and the busy dance 
Of things that pass away, a temperate show 
Of objects that endure ; and by this course 
Disposes her, when over-fondly set 
On throwing oiF incumbrances, to seek 
In man, and in the frame of social life, 

Whate’er there is desirable and good 
Of kindred permanence, unchanged in form 
And function, or, threugh strict vicissitude 
Of life and death, revolving. Above all 
Were re-established now those watchful thoughts 
, Which, buying little w<)rthy or sublime 
^ In* what the Historian’s pen so much delights 
To blazon — power and energy detached 

> From moral purpose — early tutored me 
To look with feelings of fraternal love 
Upon the unassuming things that hold 
A silent station in this beauteous world. 

Tims moderated, thus composed, I found 
Once more in Man an object of delight, 

Of pure imagination, and of love ; 

And, as the horizon of my mind enlarged, 

Again I took the intellectual eye 
Eor my instructor, studious more to see 
S Great truths, than touch and handle little ones. 
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Knowledgo was given accordingly ; my trust 
Became more firm in feelings that had stood 
The test of such a trial ; clearer far 
My sense of excellence — of right and wrong ;* • 
The promise of the present time retired 
Into its true proportion ; sanguine schemes, 
Ambitious projects, pleased me less ; I sought 
Mot present good in life’s familiar face, 

And built thereon my hopes of good to come. 

With settling judgments now of what would last 
And what would disappear ; prepared to find 
Presumption, folly, madness, in the men 
Who thrust themselves upon the passive world 
As Bulers of the world ; to see in these, 

Even when the public welfare is their aim, 

Plans without thought, or built on theories 
Vague and unsound ; and having brought the books 
Of modem statists to their proper test, 

Life, human life, witli all its sacred claims 
Of sex and age, and heaven-descended rights, 
Mortal, or those beyond the reach of death ; 

And having thus discerned how dire a thing 
Is worshipped in that idol proudly named 
The Wealth of Nations,” where alone that wealth 
Is lodged, and how increased ; and having gained 
A more judicious knowledge of the worth 
And dignity of individual man, 

Np composition of the brain, but man 
Of whom we read, the man whom we behold 
With our owu eyes — I could not but inquire — 

Not with less interest than heretofore, 

But greater, though in spirit more subdued — 
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Why is -this glorious creature to be found 
One only in ten thousand ? What one is, 

Why may not millions bo ? What bars are thrown 
By Nafure in the ■way of such a hope ? 

Oftr animal appetites and daily wants, 

.Are these obstructions insurmountable ? 

If not, then others vanish into air. 

“ Inspect the basis of the social pile : 

Inquire,” said I, “how much of mental power 
And genuine virtue they possess who live 
By bodily toil, labour exceeding far 
Their due proportion, under all the w'eight 
Of that injustice which upon ourselves 
Ourselves entail.” Such estimate to frame 
I chiefly looked (what need to look beyond ?) 
Among the natural abodes of men. 

Fields with their rural works ; recalled to mind 
My earliest notices ; with these compared 
The observations made in later youth, 

And to that day continued. — For, the time 
Had never been wlien throes of mighty Natioi a 
And the world’s tumult unto me could yield, 

How far soe’er transported and possessed. 

Full measure of content ; l)ut still I craved 
An intermingling of distinct regards 
And truths of individual sympathy 
Nearer ourselves. Such often might be gleaned 
From the great City, else it must have proved 
To me a heart-depressing wilderness ; 

But mucli was wanting ; therefore did I tuni 
To yon, ye pathways, and ye lonely roads ; 

Sought you enriched with everything I prized, 
‘^ith human kindnesses and simple joys. 



Oh ! nlact to one dear state of bliss, vouchsaied ' 
Alas ! to few in this untoward world, 

The bliss of walking daily in life’s prime 
Through field or forest with the maid we love, ' 
While yet our hearts are young, while yet we breathe 
Nothing but happiness, in some lone nook, 

Deep vale, or any where, the home of both, 

IVom which it would be misery to stir : 

Oh ! next to such enjoyment of our youth, 

In my esteem, next to such dear delight, 

Was that of wandering on from day to day 
Wliere I could meditate in peace, and cuU 
Elnowdedge that step by step might lead me on 
To wisdom ; or, as lightsome as a bird 
Wafted upon the wind from distant lands. 

Sing notes of greeting to strange fields or groves, 
Which lacked not voice to welcome me in turn : 

And, when that pleasant toil had ceased to please, 
Converse wdth men, where if w'e meet a fatje 
We almost meet a friend, on naked heaths 
With long long \vays before, by cottage bencli. 

Or well-spring where the w'eary traveller rests . 

Who doth not love to follow with his eye 
The windings of a public way ? the sight, 

Pamiliar object as it is, hath wrought 
On my imagination since the morn 
Of childhood, when a disappearing line, 

One daily present to my eyes, that crossed 
The naked summit of a far-ofi' hill 
Beyond the limits that my feet had trod, 

Was like an invitation into space 
Boundless, or guide into eternity. 
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* Yes,* sometbing of the grandeur which invests 
The mariner, who sails the roaring sea 
Through storm and darkness, early in my mind 
Siirrt)unded, too, the wanderers of the earth ; 

• Grandeur as much, and loveliness far more. 

Awed have I been by strolling Bedlamites ; 

Prom many other uncouth vagrants (passed 

In fear) have walked with quicker step ; but why 
Take note of this ? ‘When I began to enquire. 

To watch and question those I met, and speak 
Without reserve to them, the lonely roads 
Were open schools in which I daily read 
With most delight the passions of mankind, 
Whether by words, looks, sighs, or tears, revealed I 
There saw into the depth of human souls, 

Souls that appear* to have no depth at aU 

To careless eyes. And — now convinced at heart 

How little those formalities, to which 

With overweeuiiig trust alone we give 

The name of Education, have to do 

With real feeling and just sense ; how vain 

A correspondence with the talking world 

Proves to the most ; and called to make good search 

If man’s estate, by doom of Nature yoked 

With toil, be therefore yoked with ignorance ' 

If virtue be indeed so hard to rear, 

Apd intellectual strength so rare a boon — 

I prized such walks still more, for there I found 
Hope to my hope, and to my pleasure peace 
And steadiness, and healing and repose 
To every angry passion. There I heard, ^ 
Prom mouths of men obscure and lowly, truths 
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Seplete with hoxiour ; sounds in unison 
With loftiest promises of good and fair. 

There are who think that strong affection, lov-e 
Known by whatever name, is falsely deemed 
A gift, to use a term which they would use, 

Of vulgar nature ; that its growth requires 
Ketirement, leisure, language purified 
By manners studied and elaborate ; 

That whoso feels such passion in its strength 
Must live within the very light and air 
Of courteous usages refined by art. 

True is it, where oppression worse than death 
Salutes the beiug at his birth, where grace 
Of culture hath been utterly unknown, 

And poverty and labour in excccs 
From day to day pre-occupy the ground 
Of the afiections, and to Nature’s self 
Oppose a deeper nature ; there, indeed, 

Xtove cannot be ; nor does it thrive with ease 
Among the close jind overcrowded haunts 
Of cities, where the human heart is sick, 

And the eye feeds it not, and cannot feed. 

— Yes, in those wanderings deeply did I feel 
How we mislead each other ; above all, 

How books mislead us, seeking their reward 
From judgments of the wealthy Few, who see , 
By artificial lights ; how they debase 
The Many for the pleasure of those Few ; 
Effeminately level down the truth 
To^ certain general notions, for the sake 
Of being understood at once, or else 
Through want of better knowdedge in the heads 



IMAGtNATXOIS' AND TASTE. 247 

That framed them ; flattering self-conceit with words, 
That, while they most ambitiously set forth 
Extrinsic difierences, tlie outward marks 
Whereby society has parted man 
From man, neglect the universal heart. 

Here, calling up to mind what then I saw, 

A youthful traveller, and see daily now 
In the familiar circuit of my home, 

Here might I pause, and bend in reverence 
To Nature, and the power of human minds, 

To men as they are men within themselves. 

How oft high service is performed within, 

When all the external man is rude in show, — 

Not like a temple rich with pomp and gold, 

But a mere mountain chapel, that protects 
Its simple worshippers from sun and shower. 

Of these, said I, shall be my song ; of these, 

If future years mature me for tlie task, 

Will T record the praises, making verse 
Deal boldly with substantial things ; in truth 
And sanctity of passion, speak of these, 

That justice may be done, obeisance paid 
Wliore it is duo ; thus haply shall I teach, 

Inspire ; through unadulterated ears 

Pour rapture, teuderuess, and hope, — my theme 

Nopther than the very heart of man, 

As found among the best of those who live — 

Not unexalted by religious faith, 

Nor uninformed by books, good books, though few— 
In Nature’s presence ; thence may I select ^ 
Sorrow, that is not sorrow, but delight ; 
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And miserable loye, that is not pain 
To hear of, for the glory that redounds 
Therefrom to human kind, and what we are. 

Be mine to follow with no timid step * • 

Where knowledge leads me : it shall be my pride 
That I have dared to tread this holy ground, 
Speaking no dream, but things oracular ; 

Matter not lightly to be heard by those 
Who to the letter of the outward promise 
Do read the invisible soul ; by men adroit 
In speech, and for communion with the world 
Accomplished ; minds whose faculties are thcu 
Most active when they are most eloquent, 

And elevated most when most admired. 

Men may be found of other mould than these, 

Who are their own upholders, to themselves 
Encouragement, and energy, and will, 

Expressing liveliest thoughts in lively words 
As native passion dictates. Others, too, 

There are among the walks of homely life 
Still higher, men for contemplation framed, 

Shy, and unpractised in the strife uf phrase ; 

Meek' men, whose very souls perhaps would sink 
Beneath them, summoned to such interc(uirBe : 

Theirs is the language of the heavens, the powder, 

The thought, the image, and the silent joy : 

Words are but under-agents in their souls ; 

When they are grasping with their greatest stren^h, 
They do not breathe among them : this I speak 
In gratitude to God, Who feeds our hearts 
Eor His o’wn service ; know'eth, lovetli us, 

When we are unregarded by tbe W’orld. 
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Also, about this time did I receive 
Convictions still more strong than heretofore, 

Not only that the inner frame is good, 

And graciously composed, but that, no less, 

Nature |or all conditions wants not power 
To consectate, if we have eyes to see, 

The outside of her creatures, and to breathe 
Grandeur upon the very humblest face 
Of human life. I felt that the array 
Of act and circumstance, and visible form, 

Is mainly to the pleasure of the mind ^ 

What passion makes them ; that meanwiiilethe forms 
Of Nature have a passion in themselves, 

That intermingles with those works of man 
To which she summons him ; although the works 
Be mean, have nothing lofty of their own ; 

And that the Genius of the Poet hence 
May boldly take his way among mankind 
Wherever Nature leads ; that he hath stood 
By Nature’s side among the men of old, 

And so shall stand for ever. Dearest Friend I 
If thou partake the animating faith 
That Poets, even as Prophets, each with each 
Connected in a mighty scheme of truth, 

Have each hia own peculiar faculty, 

Heaven’s gift, a sense that fits him to perceive 
Objects unseen before, thou wilt not blame 
The humblest of this band who dares to hope 
That unto him hath also been vouchsafed 
An insight tliat in some sort ho possesses, 

A privilege whereby a work of his, 

Proceeding from a source of untaught things, 
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Creative and enduring, may become 
A power like one of Nature’s. To a hope 
Not less ambitious once among the wilds 
Of Sarum’s Plain, my youthful spirit was raised ; 
There, as I ranged at will the pastoral downs 
Trackless and smooth, or paced the bare white roads 
Lengthening in solitude their dreary line, 

Time with his retinue of ages fled 
Backwards, nor checked In's flight until I saw 
Our dim ancestral Past in vision clear ; 

Saw multitudes of men, and, here and there, 

A single Briton clothed in wolf-skin vest, 

With shield and stone-axe, stride across the wold ; 
The voice of spears -was heard, the rattling spear 
Shaken by arms of mighty bone, in strength, 

Long mouldered, of barbaric inaje^y. 

I called on Darkness — but before the word 
Was uttered, midnight darkness seemed to take 
All objects from my sight ; and lo ! again 
The Desert visible by dismal flames ; 

It is the sacrificial altar, fed 

With living men — ^how deep the groans ! the voice 

Of those that crowd the giant wicker thrills 

The monumental hillocks, and the pomp 

Is for both worlds, the living and the dead. 

At other moments — (for through that wide waste 
Three summer days 1 roamed) where’er the PlaiiL 
Was figured o’er with circles, lines, or mounds, 

That yet survive, a work, as some divine, 

Shaped by tbe Druids, so to represent 

Their knowledge of the heavens, and image forth 

The constellations— gently was I charmed 
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Into a .waking dream, a reverie 
That, with believing eyes, where’er I turned, 
Beheld long-bearded teachers, with white wands 
Uplifted, pointing to the starry sky, 

Alternately, and plain below, while breath 
Of music swayed their motions, and the waste 
' Eejoiced with them and me in those sweet sounds. 

This for the past, and things that may be viewed 
Or fancied in the obscurity of years 
From monumental hints : and thou, O Friend ! 
Pleased with some unpremeditated strains 
That served those wanderings to beguile, hast said 
That then and there my mind bad exercised 
Upon the vulgar forms of present things, 

The actual world of our familiar days. 

Yet higher power ; liad caught from them a tone. 
An image, and a character, by books 
Not hitherto reflected. Call w^e this 
A partial judgment — and yet why ? for then 
We were as strangens ; and I may not speak 
Thus wrongfully of verse, however rude, 

Wliich on tliy young imagination, trained 
In the great City, broke like light from far. 
Moreover, each man’s Mind is to herself 
Witness and judge ; and I remember well 
That jn life’s every-day appearances 
I seemed about this time to gain clear sight 
Of a new w'orld — a world, too, that was fit 
To be transmitted, and to other eyes 
• Made visible ; as ruled by those fixed laws 
Whence spiritual dignity originates, 

' Which do both give it being and maintain 
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A balance, an ennobling interchange 
Of action from without and from within ; 

The excellence, pure function, and best power 
Both of the object seen, and eye that sees. 


HOOK FOURTEENTH, 

CONCLUSION. 

Ik one of those excursions (may they ne’er 

Fade from remembrance !) through the Northern tracts 

Of Cambria ranging With a youthful friend, 

I left Bethgelert’s huts at couchiwg-time, 

And westward took my way, to see tlie sun 
Rise, ftom the top of Snowdon.^ To the door 
Of a rude cottage at the mouppain^s base 
We came, and roused the shepherd wlio attends 
The adventurous stranger’a^teps, a trusty guide ; 
Tlien, cheered by short r^reshinent, sallied forth. 

r 

It w'as a close, -warm, breezeless summer night, 
Wan, dull, and glaring, wdth a dripping fog 
Low-hung and thick that covered all fche sky ; 

But, undiscouraged, we began to climb 

Tho mountain-side. The mist soon girt us round, 

And, after ordinary travellers’ talk 

With our conductor, pensively we sank 

Each into commerce with his private thoughts ; 

Thus did me breast the ascent, and by myself 
WaB notlning either seen or heard that checked 




CONCLUSIOlf. 


0 


ThoB6 iHUsings or diverted, save that once 
The shepherd’s lurclier, who, among the crags, 

Had to his joy imeartHed a hedgehog, teased 
His 6oiled-up prey with' harkings turbulent. 

This small adventure, for even, such it seemed 
,In that wild place and at the dead* of night, 

Being over and forgotten, on we wound , 

In silence as before. With forehead bent 
Earthward, as if in opposition set 
Against an enemy, I panted up 
With eager pace, and no less eager thoughts. 

Thus might we wear a midnight hour away, 
Ascending at loose distance each from each, 

And T, as chanced, the foremost of the band ; 
’When at my feet the ground appeared to hrighteii. 
And with a step or Ifw^o seemed brigliter still ; 

Nor w as time given to ask or learn the cause, 

For instantly a light tii^pn the turf 
Fell like a flash, and lo'! as I looked up, 

Tlie Aloon hung iiakt^d iri^ Urmanieut 
Of azure without cloud, and at my feet 
liested a silent sea of hoary mist. 

A hundred hills their dusky hilcks upheaved 
All over tliis still ocean ; and beyond, 

Far, far beyond, the solid vapours ^tretched, 

In headlands, tongues, and promontpry shapes, 
Into Jihe main Atlantic, that appeared 
To dwindle, and give up his majesty, \ 

Usurped upon far as the sight could rerfeh. 

Not so the ethereal vault ; encroachment none 
Was there, nor loss ; only the inferior stars 
Had disappeared, or shed a fainter light 
, IfL the clear presence of the full-orbed Moon, 

VOL. v. 
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Who, from her sovereign elevation, gazed 

Upon the billowy ocean, as it lay 

All meek and silent, save that through a rift — 

Not distant from the shore whereon we stood,* 

A fixed, abysmal, gloomy, breathing-place— 
Mounted the roar of waters, torrents, streams 
Irianmerablc, roaring with ono voice ! 

Heard over earth and sea, and, in that hour, 

For so it seemed, felt by tlio starry heavens. 

When into air had partially dissolved 
That vision, given to spirits of the night 
And three chance human wanderers, in calm thought 
Beflected, it appeared to me the type 
Of a majestic intellect, its acts 
And its possessions, what it hasnnd craves, 

What in itself it is, and Avould become. 

There I beheld the emblem of a mind 
That feeds upon infinity, that broods 
Over the dark abyss, intent to liear 
Its voices issuing forth to silent light 
In one continuous stream ; a mind sustained 
By recognitions of transcendent power, 

In sense conducting to ideal form, 

In soul of more than mortal privilege. 

One function, above all, of such a mind 
Had Nature shadowed there, by putting forth, 

’Mid circumstances awful and subliiue, 

Tliat mutual domination which she loves 
To exert upon the fiice of outward things, 

So, moulded, joined, abstracted, so endowed 
With interchangeable supremacy, 

That men, least sensitive, see, hear, perceive, 
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And cannot choose but feel. The power, wliieh all 
Acknowledge when thus moved, which Natm^ thus 
To bodily sense exhibits, is the express 
Hescm*blancc of that glorious faculty 
That higher minds bear with them as their own. 
This is the very spirit in which they deal 
With the whole compass of the universe : 

TJiey from their native selves can send abroad 
Kindred mutations ; for themselves create 
A like existence ; and, whene’er it dawns 
Orcated for them, catch it, or are caught 
By its inevitable mastery, 

Like angels stopped upon tlie wing by sound 
Of harmony from Heaven’s remotest spheres. 

Them the enduring and the transient both 
Servo to exalt ; thej* build up greatest tilings 
]'’rom least suggestions ; ever on the watch, 

Willing to work and to be wrought upou, 

They need not extraordinary calls 
To rouse them ; in a world of life they live, 
v'icnsible impressions not enthralled, 

But by their ^luickening impulse made more prompt 
To hold fit converse with the spiritual world, 

And with the generations of inanlvirid 
Spread over time, past, present, and to come, 

Age after age, till Time shall be no more. 

^uch minds are truly from the Deity, 

For they are Powers ; and hence the highest bliss 
That flesh can know is theirs — the consciousness • 
Of Whom they are, habitually infused 
Through every image and through every thought^ 
And all affections by communion raised 
From earth to heaven, from human to divine ; 

A A 2 
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Hence endless occupation for the Soul, 

Whether discursive or intuitive ; 

Hence cheerfulness for acts of daily life, 
Emotions which best foresight need not fear, ^ 
Most worthy then of trust when most intense. 
Hence, amid ills that vex and wrongs that crush 
Our hearts — if here the words of Holy Writ 
May with fit reverence be applied — that peace 
W hich passeth understanding, that repose 
In moral judgments which from this pure source- 
Must come, or will by man be sought in vain. 

Oh ! who is he that hath his whole life long 
Preserved, enlarged, this freedom in himself? 

Per this alone is genuine liberty ; 

Where is the favoured being who hath held 
That course imchecked, unerring, and untired, 

In one perpetual progress smooth and bright ?• — 
A humbler destiny have we retraced, 

And told of lapse and hesitating choice, 

And backward wanderings along thorny w^ays : 
Yet — compassed round by mountain solitudes, 
Within whose solemn temple I received 
My earliest visitations, careless then 
Of what was given me ; and which now I range,. 
A meditative, oft a suffering, man — 

Ho I declare — in accents which, from truth 
Deriving cheerful confidence, shall blend 
Their modulation with these vocal streams — 
That, whatsoever falls my better mind, 

HeVolving with the accidents of life, 

May have sustained, that, howsoe’er misled. 
Never did I, in quest of right and wrong, 
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Tamper with conscience from a private aim ; 

Nor was in any public hope the dupe 
Of selfish passions ; nor did ever yield 
Wilfully to mean cares or low pursuits, * - 
But shrunk with apprehensive jealousy 
From every combination which might aid 
The tendency, too potent in itself, 

Of usv> and custom to bow down the soul 
Under growing weight of vulgar sense, 

And substitute a universe of death 

For that which moves with light and life informed. 

Actual, divine, and true. To fear and Jove, 

To love as prime and chief, for there fear ends, 

Bo this ascribed ; to early intercourse, 

In presence of subliino or beautifid forms, 

With tile adverse pfineiples of pain and joy — 

Evil as one is rashly named by men 

Who know not what they speak. By love siibsistK 

All lasting grandeur, by pervading love ; 

Tliat gone, we are as dust. — Behold tlie fields 
In balmy spring-time lull of rising floAvers 
And joyous creatures ; see that pair, the lamb 
And the lamb’s mother, and their tcndei' ways 
Shall touch thee to the lieart ; thou callest this love, 
And not inaptly so, for love it is, 

Far as it carries tlioc. In some green bower 
Eest,»an(l lie not alone, but have thou there 
The One who is thy choice of all the world: 

There linger, listening, gazing, wdth delight 
Impassioned, but delight how pitiable ! 

Unless this love by a still higheT* love 
Be hallowed, love that breathes nob without awe ; 
I^vc that ndores, but on the knees of prayer, 
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By lieaven inspired ; that frees from chains the soul, 
Lifted, in union with the purest, best, 

Of earth-born passions, on the wings of praise 
Bearing a tribute to the Almighty’s Throne. ‘ * 

This spiritual Love acts not nor can exist 
ithout Imagination, which, in truth. 

Is but another name for absolute power 
And clearest insight, amplitude of mind, 

And Beason in lier most exalted mood. 

This faculty hath been the feeding source 
Of our long labour : wc have traced the stream 
From the blind cavern whence is faintly heard 
Its natal murmur; followed it to light 
« And open day ; accompanied its course 
Among the ways of Nature, for a time 
Lost sight of it bewildered and engulphed ; 

Then given it greeting as it rose once more 
In strength, reflecting from its placid breast 
The works of man and face of Imman life ; 

And lastly, from its progress liave we drawn 
Faith in life endless, the sustaining thought 
Of human Being, Eternity, and God. 

Imagination having been our tlieme, 

So also bath that intellectual Love, 

For they are each in each, and cannot stand 
Dividually. — Here must thou be, O Man! 

Power to ibyself ; no Helper hast thou here ; 

Here keepcst thou in singleness thy state : 

No <6ther can divide with thee this work : 

No secondary hand can intervene 
To fashion this ability ; ’tis thine, 
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The prime and vital principle is tliine 
In the recesses of thy nature, far 
From any reach of outv/ard fellowship, 

Else is* not thine at all. But joy to him, 

Gh, joy to him who here hath sown, hath laid 
^ Here, the foundation of his future years 1 
For all that friendship, all that love can do, 

A]\ that a darling countenance can loolc 
Or dear voice utter, to complete the mau, 
P(*rfect him, made imperfect in himself, 

All shall he hia ; and he whose soul hatli risen 
Up to tlie height of feeling intellect 
Shall want no humbler tenderness ; his heart 
Be tender as a nursing mother’s heart; 

Of female softness shall his life he full, 

Of huinble cares and delicate desires, 

Mild interests and gentlest sympathies. 

Child of niy parents ! iSiater of my soul ! 
Thanks i/i sincerest verse have been elsewhere 
Poured out for all llic early tenderness 
'Which i from tliee imbibed: and ’tis moat true 
That later seasons owed to thee no leas ; 

For, spite of thy sweet influence and the toucli 
Of kindred hands that opened out the springs 
Of genial thought in childhood, and in spite 
Of 1^1 that unassisted 1 had marked 
In life or nature of those charms minute 
That win their way into the heart by stealth 
(Still to the very going-out of youth) 

I too exclusively esteemed that love, ^ 

And sought that beauty, which, aa Milton sings, 
Hath terror in it. Q^hou didst soften down 
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This over-sfcepnnesa; But for thee, dear Friend! 
My Boul, too reckless of mild grace, had stood 
lu her bnginal self too confident, 

Eetained too long a countenance severe ; * * 

A rock with tori’cnts roaring, with the clouds 
Familiar, and a favourite of the stars : 

But thou didst plant its crevices with flowers, 
Hang it with shrubs that twinkle in tlio breeze, 
And teach the little birds to build their nests * 
And warble in its chambers. At a time 
When Nature, destined to remain so long 
Foremost in my afiections, had fallen hack 
Into a second place, pleased to become 
A liandmaid to a nobler than herself. 

When every day brought with it sonic new sense 
Of exquisite regard for common things, 

And all the earth was budding with tliese gifts 
Of more refined humanity, thy breath, 

Hear Sister ! was a kind of gentler spring 
That went before my steps. Thereafter came 
One nliom with thee friendship had early paired ; 
She came, no more a phantom to adorn 
A moment, but an inmate of the heart, 

And yet a spirit, there for me enshrined 
To penetrate the lofty and the low ; 

Even as one essence of pervading light 
Shines, in tlie brightest often tliousand stars 
And the meek 'worm that feeds her lonely lau)]) 
Couched in the dewy grass. 

With such a thejnc, 

Coleridge ! wfith this my argument, of thee 
8hall I be silent ? O capacious Soul ! 

Placed on this earth to Jove and understand, 
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And fmm thy presence shed tBe light of lovfe, 

Shall 1 be mute, ere thou be spoken of ? 

Thy kindred influence to my heart of hearts 
Did'aliiK) find its way. Thus fear relaxed 
Her over- weening grasp ; thus thoughts and things 
/In tho sclf-hauntiug spirit learned to take 
More rational proportions ; mystery, 

The incumbent mystery of sense and soul, 

Of life and death, time and eternity* 

Admitted more habitually a mild 
Interposition — a serene deli gilt 
In doselier gathering cares, siicli as become 
A ifuman creature, howsoe'er endowed, 

Poet, or destined for a humbler name ; 

-And so the deep enthusiastic jo}^ 

'rhe rapture of tho halhdujah scut * 

Trom all that breathes and is, was chastened, stemmed 
And balanced by pathetic truth, by trust 
In hopeful reason, leaning on the stay 
Of "Jh'ovideiiee ; and in reverenee for duty, 

Here, if need be, struggling with storms, and there 
Strewing iu peace life's humblest ground with herbs. 
At every season green, sweet at all lioiirs. 

And now, O lYiend! this liistory is brought 
To its appointed close ; the discipline 
Aii 4 consummation of a Poet’s mind, 

111 everything that stood most prominent, 

Have faithfully been pictured ; we have reached 
The time (our guiding object from the first) 

When we may, not presumptuously, I hope, 

Suppose my powers so far confirmed, and such 
My knowledge, as to make mo capable 
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Of building up a Work that shall ,endure. 

Tet intich hath been omitted, as need was ; 

Of boolca how much ! and even of the other wealth 
That is collected among woods and fields, • . . 

Par more : for Nature’s secondary grace 
Hath hitherto been barely touched upon, 

7 he charm more superficial that attends 
Her works, as tlicy present to h’aney’s choice 
Apt illustrations of the moral world, 

Caught at a glance, or traced with curious pains, 

Finally, and above all, O Friend! (I speak 
With due regi*et) liow much is overlooked 
Ju liinnan nature and her subtle ways, 

As studied first in our own hearts, and tlioii 
' In life among the passions of nuinkind, 

Varying their composition and tbeir hue. 

Where’er move, under Ihe diverse shapes 
That individual character presents 
To an attmitivo cy(.‘. For jmogress meet, 

Akmg this intricate and difficult ])ath, 

Whate’fT ^\as wanting, something had 1 gained. 
As one of many schoolfellows compelled, 

In hardy iade])eiidenee, to stand up 
Amid conflicting interests, and the sln-ck 
Of various tempers ; to endure and nolo 
AVhat Avas not understood, though kiioAA U to he ; 
Among the mysteries of love and bate. 

Honour and shame, looking to right and left, 
Unchecked by innocei'.cc too delicate, 

Ajid moral notions too intolerant, 

SymjJathies too contracted. Hence, when called 
To take a station among men, the step 
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Was easier, the transition more secure, 

More profitable also ; for, the mind 
Learns from such timely exercise to keep 
In wholesome separation the two natures, 

The one that feels, the otlier that observes. 

Yet one word more of personal concern ; — 
Since I withdrew unwillingly from Prance, 

I led an undomestic wanderer’s life, 

In London chiefly harboured, whence I roamoil. 
Tarrying at will in many a pleasant spot 
Of ^ral England’s cultivated vales 
Or Uambrian solitudes. A youth — (lie bore 
The name of Calvert — it shall live, if words 
Of mine can give it life,) in firm belief 
That by endowments not from me withlield 
Good iniglit be furthered — in his last decay 
Ey a bequest sufficient for my needs 
Enabled me to pause for choice, and walk 

large and unrestrained, nor damped too soon 
Ey mortal cares. Himself no Poet, yet 
Ear less a common follower of the world, 

He deemed that my pursuits and labours lay 
Apart from all that leads to wealth, or even 
A necessary maintenance insures, 

Witliout soim? hazard to the finer sense ; 
He^dcared a passage for me, and tlie stream 
Plowed ill the bent of Nature. 

Having now' 

Told what best merits mention, further pains 
Our present purpose seems not to require, 

And I have other tasks. Kecal to mind 
The mood in which this labour w-as begun, 
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0 Pricnd ! The termination of my course 
Is nearer now, much nearer ; yet even then. 

In that distraction and intense desire, 

1 said unto the life which I had lived, ^ ■ - 

Wliere art thou ? Hear I not a voice from thee 
Which ^tis reproach to hear? Anon 1 rose 

As if on wings, and saw beneath me stretched 
Vast prospect of the world which I had been 
And w'as ; and hence this Song, which, like a lark, 

T have protracted, in the unwearied heavens 
Singijig, and often with more plaintive voice 
To earth attempered and her deep-drawn sighs, 

Yet centring all in love, and in the end 
All gratulant, if rightly understood. 

Whether to me shall be allotted life. 

And, with life, power to accomplish aught of worth, 
Thai will bo deemed no insuhicient plea 
Yor having given tlie story of myself, 

Is all uncertain ; but, beloved Friend ! 

When, looking back, thou seest, in (dearer view 
Than any liveliest sight of yesterday, 

That summer, under w'hose ijidulgent skies, 

Upon smooth Quantock’s airy ridge we roved 
Unchecked, or loitered ’mid her sylvan combs, 

Thou iu bewitching words, with happy heart, 

Didst chaunt the vision of that Ancient IMau, 

The bright-e^-^ed Mariner, and rueful woes 
Didst utter of the Lady Christabei ; 

And' I, associate with such labour, steeped 
In soft forgetfulness the livelong hours, 

Murmunng of him who, joyous hap, was found. 
After the perils of his moonlight ride, 
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Near the loud waterfall ; or her w'ho sate 
In misery near the miserable Thorn — 

When thou dost to that summer turn thy thoughts, 
And hast before thee all which then \vg were, 

‘To* thee, in memory of that happiness, 

It will be known, by thee at least, my Friend ! 

Felt, that the history of a Poet’s mind 
Is labour not unworthy of regard ; 

To thee the work shall justify itself. 

The last and later j)ortion3 of this gift 
Have been prepared, not with the buoyant spirits 
That were our daily portion wlien wc first 
Together wantoned in wild Poesy, 

But, under pressure of a private grief, 

Keen and enduring, Vhieh the mind and lieart, 

That in this meditative history 

Have been laid open, needs mast make mo feel’ 

More deeply, yet cnahh* me to bear 
More firmly ; and a (‘omfort now liatli risen 
From hope that tliou art near, and wilt bo soon 
Bestored to us in rcaiovatod health ; 

When, after tlie first mingling of oar tears, 

’M'ong other consolations, we may draw 
Some pleasure from this olTering of my love. 

Oh»! yet a few short years of useful life, 

And all will bo complete, thy race bo run, 

Thy monument of glory will be raised ; , 

Then, though (too weak to tread the ways of truth) 
This age fall back to old idolatry, 

Tliougb men return to servitude as fast 
As the tide ebbs, to ignominy and shjtftie, 
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By nations, sink together, we sliall still 

Find solace — ku owing wlmt wc have learnt to know, 

Rich in true happiness if allowed to be 

Faithful alike in forwarding a day 

Of firmer trust, joint labourers in the work 

(Should Providence such grace to us" vouchsafe) 

Of their deliverance, surely yet to come. 

Prophets of I^’^aturc, w^c to them will speak 
A lasting inspiratioji, sanctified 
By reason, blest by faith : what we have loved, 
Others will love, and we will teach them how; 
Instruct them how the mind of man becomes 
A thousand times more beautiful than the earth 
On wliieh he dwells, above this frame of things 
(Which, ’mid all revolution in the hopes 
And tears of men, doth still remain unchanged) 

In beauty exalted, as it is itself 
Of quality and fabric more divine. 



NOTES, 


Pa^e 53, 

‘ The Farmer of TiUhm’t/ Vak* 

With this picture, which was taken from real life, compare tho 
imaginative ouo of “The lieverie of Poor Susan,*' vol. ii. p. Ill : 
and see (to make up tlio deficiencies of this class) “Tim Excursion,’* 
passim. 

• 

Page 83. 

‘d/(m CamjkoH {Sikne acanlls)* 

.This most beautiful ])lant is scarce in hlngland, though it Is found 
in great ahundance upon the mouiitajiis of Scotland. The first 
specimen I ever saw of it, in ita native I*"*!, was singularly lino, the 
tuft or oAt'.Iiion being at least eight inches in diameter, ami the root 
proportional dy tliiok. I have only met with it in two places among 
our mountains, in both of which I have since sought for it in vain. 

Botanists will not, I hope, take it ill, if I caution them against 
carrying oil', inconsiderately, raie and heaiiful plants. This has 
often been done, particularly irom Inglcborough and other moun- 
tains in Yorkshire, till the species have totally disappeared, to the 
great regret of lovers of mature living near the places where they 
gre-w^ 


Page 91- 

* From the most gentle creature nursed infields.^ 

f This way of indicating the naine of ray lamented friend h5!& been 
found fault with ; perhaps rightly so; but I may say in justification 
of the double sense of the word, that similar allusions are not 
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uncommon in cpitaj^hs. One of tlie best in onr language in verBe> * 
I ever read, whs xipon a jwrson who bore the name of Palmer ; and 
the course of the thought^ throughout, turned upon the Life of the 
Departed, considered as a pilgiiniage, Nor can I think that the 
objection in the ivresent case will have much force witj^ aox one 
who remembers Charles Lainl/s beautiful sonnet addressed to his 
own name, and ending — ‘ • 

; * No deed of mine shall shame thee, .gentle naineV , 


Walter Scott 
S, T. Coleri<ige 
Charles Lamb 
Goo. Crabbe 
Felicia llemans 


Pago 1 02. 

. died 21st Sept., 1832. 

, 25th July, 1834. 

. „ 27lh Dec., 1834. 

. „ 3rd Feb., 1832. 

. „ 16th May, 1835. 
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other Illustrations, (.rowp 8vo, cloth gilt extra, gilt edges, price ss.t doth |pU, 
gilt edges, Coloured Platelf3f. 6d. Fcap- 8vo, clotli gilt, Coloured Frontispiece, 
vs. C//.; cloth gill, gilt edges, vs.; cloth gilt, is. 0</. , oniameiilal wrapper, xs, 

|JIE CHRISTIAN YEAR: Thoiinhls in Vcise for the Sundays 
j and Holy Days throughout the Year. By John Khri.ic. Small fcap. 8vo, cloth 
I jfilt, plain edges, xs.; cloth gilt, red l'miii‘h'ctl edges, t.s, Cd • cloth gilt, bcv.1»ds., 
^ilt edges, vs.; momcco, gilt edges, 5?. Ciowii 8vo, cloth gdt, plain edges, as. 6/4 
|rl,SVc/t/i'jo M oxen' s Popuhtr Poet s" and “ IPardand Lock's Siandafd Poets.**) 

IE LIFE AND WORK OF JESUS CHRIST. Hy Rev. 

F. A. Mai j k.son, Editoi of '‘J'ales’s Evidences,'* **Honc Paulina!,'* But- 
Icr'i Analogy,’’ &c , lu tlie “Chustian Knowledge Series." With numerous 
Engraviugs, Ci^vn Svo, cloth fplt, ^s. 

r RUDEN S CONCORDANCE and BIBLE STUDENTS 

HAhlDlhJOK. Illustrated with w pages of Engi. wings, la One Haudaorae 
Vob, cloth gdl, io.r. Cd. Al.so to be h.ul withuut Appcndis Oj lUustraUons, fs, (ot. 
W \KXJ A,vr> Locic’.s Kdltioii is a UNAnRiTioiiii Ckuukn, the most 

Complete that has ever 4 cn tssned f ion; tne press. In addition iotheCoitsordaH^ey 
this Edition comprises Sixiv PAi.rts <« Wood Enoravinus, ma* Avi'Rn'o;x, 
specially prepared for it y entith d " The Biure bTUlii' nt’.*; H fc-KUtOiOKP containing 
much I li^rniiithm calcuUtted to be of serzdee to the right reading and under’ 
standing of the dtidne word. 

JOSEPHUS (THE COMPLETE WORKS OF). A New 

Library Edition of Wjlu Ajyi Whistoh's Famous 'I'laus! xlii-n Coutaming “The 
Antiquities of the Jews,” and “The Wai.s of the Jews.’’ W'lth Life of the 
Aiithim and Appendix, Marginal Notes giving the Essence of the Narrative, and 
One Hundred Pages of Engravings. In One haudsoine Volunm, royal 8vo, 

(I cloth gill, 7f. 6<f.; half-calf, aar. 

“The present edition is cheap and good, being clearKy printed, and* as already 
remarked, serviceably ombelUslied with vu'w= and object-drawings, not one of 
jWMch is irrdevaut to the matter ,”— 7 elegraph. 


i is irrdevaut 

Lotmon : 


WARD, LOCK ^ CO., Sahsbmy Square, E.C. 



MAmC^BM^NT 


MiAStt £A?€K^ CO e the jl^fra^wne ta <tntt(»^e theft the J 

BmrnAf tmd iw^eved Fdtu n of Mrs mErOt^*i> hOOk. OP HOm 
T€4JMGJ ME^P, t(f ^letrtd uide renott/n, fs ftea tMdy cdHiamttf 
ijr Nem (n/ee m alt waffeti of Looker^ aud Domtstu Afnna^i 

mtHitrfy JlWw Cohured Cookery Plates tend rnttHcroue mn fall pn^e < 
have hkeu/ae hecK added, th$t3 furtaer tmprovmg a vjetk atr 
U he 

tHE BEST COOKERY BOOK IN THE WrOELO.' 

C^ihU Eedkevsr ■i,y:ioae>€of (f ha'^e In-ee sold thfs it the Itsh testdf i*s | 
over evfrty ether Ceokpi v k ooL ui the Ent, hsJ market 


Now K-ldy, Improved avd I NLlARG]Bl>EDITro^ <7lH I hmt %ml) strongly L< 
pncfi ^ts id , doth gilt, gUt edges, 8^ 0/ half calf, lox Cui 


MRS. BEET0N;S BOOK OF 

HOUSEHOLD MANAGEMEN 

Cei*tfr%itng every ttnd ef Ittform itzoa on Domesitc I cononiv and C ooker^ 
AND CONTAINING 

1,360 Images* 4 000 Itoclpcs and Instructions 1 000 EagravJ 
ond Coloured Cookery Plates 


Mrs t^BTON Bi Mv OR It )i ii uoiD M \NA< K^ I NT has long I ptn ad 
legged ike it si of t^sl i t \ ow in d uly u'v ui hui r I o*' ihoi san is of h 

receivinff tliueby tiv; pi itt t honowr ishi h in thi com try his cvci 1 ecu p i 

Cookery Look Ihe APPLUDlX m) h is n v Ikl pjvcs stvei d Hnndr 

Kew EeclBOS, an 1 ilrht> i^itbout nui her lu il ck] rLn cnL oi C^cl cry an 
Servtoe of the X ihl 

Mr*® BffPTON S Po( K >l Il0L*'FH0II> Ma A I ITNT IS a COIBpletO f 

pSCA^ t<n the Bouio m h imp, is jt tlj if rr a n fir the I / 

Aicpe , < 0 I n M tt I I tit (. P tn tn ( mat I il \ Uci 

iC-U / Maid Maid rf %U Wof I lOtlry Mxil, stiHd r i 'c 
Enlea for tho Managemeiit ot Servants Eules in the Ee'>rlng and 
Managomenli ol Chlhlron The Doctoi Legal Mom or xnda 

260 Bills of Fare for Dinners for 6 ti 18 FeisoJis , iso for Ball Snp 
Luncheons, and Snppcis, a*- t^oU as tor Piam lairnly Dlnnei 
ranged to suit the Seasons Itom January to Docemher 

As all eia t rt H, / *i f y I 'tel / rr cntati n I lunit iny P 
0f ^he J car, or af » trn A» t?y i, M t » H us 

Plat tiiii ts nt i if erv f t i /> ft / bin i 

Hai^ * (^t n^a It, I 'i If I t tf / i tu,n t sut mou y tst y i 

^ Other h V hoH I o k miy Ic r rd tr « <. il dti artincntbof tne 

ibis Is A C vcl 1 ditt i 1 tUi 'T ox u d -M th 1 11 / \ 

' A vrttf 1 t I 1 ni o < r V jc 1 t 1 Ik ' >11 MAI t Ml (_ 

J»Vji 1 1 tJ IW V ii >1 '>11 

Ift ji, crtirj ti ui V! )t t I t > 'r* ft V 1 1 tc w tl r fc 

Jpunlm)*, ifinsoit r« ^^rk 1 ct nlaj umica lor Uc ll by thib \yliut a li ibt d re 
hnti a «ib»< tr 


Lmdm IVAIW^ LOCK^ CO,, fiah^bmy Sqm %, h,C, 









